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COSTUME. 

Mr..  Wickins  :  50,  Blue  coat,  gilt  buttons,  wig,  and  formal  appearance. 

Mr.  0.  F.  Smith  :  20,  In  the  style  of  the  fast  young  men  to  be  met  with  on  the 
title-pages  of  comic  songs. 

Prince  Burri-boolah-gah  :  Black  evening  dress,  white  tie,  and  black  wool  wig  ; 

face  and  hands  burnt-corked. 

Mr.  Sambo  Bones  :  Ditto,  ditto. 

Mrs.  Wickins:  Black  satin,  blazing  turban,  and  a  little  red  on  her  nose  to  give 
her  a  spirituelle  appearance. 

Miss  A.  J.  A.  Wickins  :  Plain  white  dress. 

Time — Yesterday  afternoon 


SCENE. — Mr. Wickins’ s  drawing-room,  Peckham.  In  centre,  a  small  table,  with 
chairs  at  each  side.  Sofa  and  other  chairs  to  be  placed  round  room. 

OVERTURE. 


THE  FIRST  SYLLABLE— Miss. 


Enter  MRS.  WICKINS,  in  a  towering  passion,  followed  by  MR.  WICKINS.  They 

come  front. 

Mr.  IF.  Pray  be  calm,  my  dear  !  • 

Mrs.  IF.  Calm,  indeed  !  When  next  door,  these  dreadful  people,  these  Christy 

Minstrels,  keep  strumming  and  yelling  their  wicked  and  profane  melodies - There 

they  go  again  ! 

( Tremendous  twanging  of  banjos,  and  singing  of  various 
popular  songs,  heard  outside  for  a  moment.  Mrs. 
Wickins  holds  her  ears.) 


Mr.  IF.  But,  my  dear,  I  can’t  help  it ! 

Mrs.  W.  ( Scornfully ).  Of  course  not !  It  was  not  likely  ! 

Mr.  W.  I  can’t  prevent  the  landlord  letting  his  house  to  the  proprietor  of  an 
Ethiopian  company.  This  is  No.  157b,  and  theirs  is  157a— two  different  houses,  in 
fact;  and,  in  short - 

Mrs.  W.  In  short,  you’re  an  ass,  Mr.  Wickins. 

( Sinks  upon  sofa  in  despair,  amid  another  flourish  of  banjos.) 

Mr.  W.  Well,  it  is  annoying.  ( Desperately .)  I’ll — 1*11 - 

Mrs.  W.  What  ? 

Mr.  W.  Write  to  the  Times !  There  ! 

Mrs.  W.  No,  you  won’t ;  and  if  you  did,  they  wouldn’t  put  it  in.  Ah  !  {sighs)  mv 
lot  is  cast  in  a  valley  of  tribulation. 

Mr.  W.  No;  Peckham. 

Mrs.W.  (Severely.)  Be  quiet,  Wickins.  You  have  no  fine  feelings  !  You  cannot 
understand  the  feelings  of  a  mother — of  a  Christian  mother — who  has  a  daughter  to 
marry,  and  sees  a  brilliant  opportunity  dashed  to  bits  by  these  odious  people  in 


Mr.  W.  I  don’t  quite  understand,  my  dear. 
Mrs.  W.  Of  course  you  don’t.  You  never  do. 


(Flourish  of  banjos  outside.) 


Enter  ARABELLA,  with  a  book  •  she  crosses  to  chair,  and  sits  at  table  without 

taking  any  notice  of  the  others. 

Perhaps  you’re  not  aware  that  this  morning  I  received  a  letter  from  the  Rev  Mr 
Blowemup,  saying  that  he  wished  to  introduce  to  us  a  converted  Africat 
Prince - 


Mr.  TP.  ) 

and  >  Prince ! 
Arab.  3 
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(Mrs.  IP  rises  and  comes  down  centre.  Mr.  IP.  one  side 
of  her,  Miss  W.  the  other.) 

Mrs.  TP.  Yes.  Heir  apparent  to  the  throne  of  Timbuctoo,  and  happily  converted 
to  Christianity  by  a  tract  which  he  found  when  hunting  one  day  in  the  pathless 
desert. 

Mr.  W.  (Coughing .)  Ahem  ! 

Mrs.  TP.  Silence.  Wickins,  none  of  those  disgusting  noises,  please.  To  resume: 

He  is  now  training  as  a  missionary,  and  has,  I  believe,  given  up  all  his  heathen 
habits. 

Mr.  TP.  But  I  don’t  see  what  this  has  to  do  with  Miss  Arabella  Jane  Ann 
Wickins  ? 

Mrs.  TP.  Of  course  you  don’t!  It  would  be  indeed  wonderful  if  yov.r  intellect 
could  compass  the  plan  of  making  Miss  Wickins  a  Princess ! 

Mr.  TP.  Oh ! 

Arab.  What !  Marry  a  nigger? 

Mrs.  TP.  Nigger  is  not  the  word — Ethiopian  Prince! 

Arab.  I  don’t  care  what  the  word  is,  the  man’s  the  same! — a  horrid,  shiny,  oozy, 
woolly,  inky - 

Mrs.  TP.  Hold,  miss  !  I  cannot  permit  the  royal  family  of  Timbuctoo  to  be  spoken 

of  in  such  a  string  of  depreciatory  adj  actives.  Prince  Burriboolah-gah  is  coming - 

(Crash  of  banjos  heard.)  There!  there,  Mr.  Wickins  !  It  is  disgraceful!  A  con¬ 
verted  Prince  coming,  every  minute  now,  to  visit  us,  and  to  think  that  we  are  to 
receive  him  wfith  a  flourish  of  banjos  ! 

Arab.  (SHly.)  A  national  welcome,  perhaps? 

Mrs.  IP.  Don’t  be  flippant,  miss  ! 

Mr.  TP.  (Aside.)  I  see  a  storm  brewing,  and  will  get  out  of  its  way.  (Aloud  to 
Mrs.  TP)  My  dear,  I’ll  just  slip  round  to  157a,  and  see  if  they  won’t  stop  that  noise, 
to-day  at  least.  (Going.) 

Mrs.  TP.  Do  ;  and  at  once.  I  expect  the  Prince  every  moment. 

Mr.  TP  (At  door,  aside.)  Now  for  a  glass  of  beer  and  a  pipe  at  the  Turk’s  Head. 
(Aloud.)  Yes,  my  dear,  immediately. 

[Exit. — Arabella  sits  at  table  during  preceding  speech. 

Arab.  Well,  ’ma,  it’s  no  use.  I  won’t  marry  a  black. 

Mrs.  TP.  Oh,  indeed,  miss!  . 

Arab.  I’d  rather  go  in  for  the  whole  Shoc-blacking  Brigade. 

Mrs.  TP.  Incorrigible  girl  ! 

Arab.  Exactly.  (Aside.)  Oh,  Orlando  ! 

Mrs.  TP.  (Sitting  at  table.)  Learn  the  duties  of  a  Christian  English  miss. 

Arab.  (Pettishly .)  First,  to  marry  a  darky. 

Mrs.  TP  Well,  is  he  not,  in  the  sublime  words  of  Warburton,  “  a  man  and  a 
brother  ?’  ’ 

Arab.  Yes;  but  Warburton  didn’t  say  he  was  to  be  “a  man  and  a  husband.” 
(Aside.)  Oh,  Orlando  ! 

Mrs.  TP.  He’s  a  prince. 

Arab.  Well,  that’s  something,  certainly. 

Mrs.  TP.  It’s  a  good  deal. 

Arab.  (Reflectively.)  And  I  might  pearl-powder  him.  Only  it  would  be  dreadfully  C, 
expensive. 

Mrs.  IP  Then  think — what  would  the  Greens  say? 

Arab.  Wouldn’t  it  extinguish  them? 

Mrs.  TP.  (Rising.)  There  spoke  a  Christian  English  miss.  My  maternal  bosom 
beats  with  joy.  (Knock  heard  off.)  A  knock!  Can  it  be  the  Prince?  And  I’m 
not  fit  to  be  seen.  I’ll  hurry  my  toilette;  and  in  the  meantime,  you  will  receive 
him. 

Arab.  Yes,  'ma.  (Aside.)  Oh,  Orlando  ! 

Mrs.  W.  (Going.)  Princess  of  Timbuctoo!  Oh!  it  would  crush  these  miserable 
Greens. 

[Exit, 
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Arab.  (Rising.)  Now  may  my  nerves — my  courage — be  equal  to  the  occasion  !  I 
should  like  to  have  some  sherry  !  He  comes  !  Let  me  be  firm  ! 


Enter  ORLANDO. 

Orl.  ’Tis  she ! 

Arab.  ’Tis  he  !  (They  embrace .) 

Orl.  My  faithful  Arabella — Jane — Ann  ! 

Arab.  Alas  !  Weeps.) 

Orl.  What  is  it? 

Arab.  They  are  about  to  give  me  to  another  I 
Orl.  The  devil ! 

Arab.  No,  no;  but  much  the  same  colour! 

Orl.  And  you  consent  ? 

Arab.  They  force  me,  Orlando. 

Orl.  Then  nothing  remains  but  destruction.  I  will  go  at  once,  and — — 

Arab.  What,  dearest  ? 

Orl.  Invest  myself  in  a  Limited  Liability  Company.  ( Double  knock  heard.) 

Arab.  He  comes — the  Prince  ! 

Orl.  Ha,  Prince — no  matter  !  Farewell,  false  one  ! 

Arab.  Orlando  !  ( Orlando  rushes  wildly  off.)  H;  is  gone  !  The  only  one  I  ever 

loved  !  What  shall  I  do  ?  Ha  !  I  have  it — my  back  hair ! 

[Exit. 


END  OF  FIRST  SYLLABLE. 


THE  SECOND  SYLLABLE.— Take. 

SCENE — Same  as  last. 

Enter  Mr.  SAMBO  BONES. — He  surveys  the  apartment  in  the  approved 
Ethiopian  walk-round  style.  Then  sits  at  table. 

Sam.  ( Speaking  in  the  approved  style  of  darkey  slang.)  Yah  !  By  de  powers, 
dis  am  a  nice  place — 157.  Let’s  see.  ( Taking  letter  from  pocket.)  I  puts 
advertisement  in  de  paper — first-rate  real  darkey,  banjo,  and  bones.  Well,  letter 
comes.  (Reads.  “Sir, — I  have  a  vacancy  in  my  troupe  at  present.  Call  on  me  at 
157,  Paradise  Oval,  Peckham,  and  if  terms  suit,  we’ll  engage.  Yours,  &c.”  Yah  ! 
dis  child  am  de  party,  and  no  mistake  !  (Sings. 

“  Oh,  boys ,  carry  me  ’long 
To  old  Virginny  shore  !” 

(Laughs.)  Ha,  ha  !  Yah  !  dat  am  de  real  stuff. 

(Whistles  a  break-down  and  walks  round  room.  As  he 
comes  the  second  time  past  ioor,  enter  MRS.  WICKINS. 
Collision.) 

Sam.  Hold  up,  Buffalo  gal ! 

Mrs.  W.  (Aside.)  The  Prince  !  (Aloud.)  Be  seated,  pray.  (They  sit  at  table.) 
Sam.  Massa  ain’t  in,  is  he? 

Mrs.  W.  No  ;  but  that  is  of  no  consequence.  I  need  not  say.  both  on  his  and  my 
own  account,  how  charmed  we  will  be  if  you  will  make  one  of  us. 

Sam.  All  right.  Golly  !  but  dis  child’s  in  luck. 

Mrs.  W,  I  have  heard,  Prince,  that  you  address  the  people  well. 

Sam.  (Aside.)  What  she  call  me  Prince  for  ?  (Aloud.)  Address?  Stump  speech 
— Unsworth— oh,  yes  !  Nebber  fear  ! 

Mrs.  W.  Unsworth  !  Is  he  evangelical  ?  Does  he  wake  them  up? 

Sam,.  Yes,  by  de  powers,  and  so  do  I ! 

Mrs.  W.  Ah  !  we  want  some  one  who  can  stir  not  only  the  spirits,  but  also  the 
flesh  and  the  bones - 

Sam.  (Starting  up.)  Bones  !  I  believe  you  ;  first  bones  out,  Jam. 

(Imitates  playing  bones.) 
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Mrs.  W.  (Aside.)  His  untutored  simplicity  is  beautiful.  (Aloud.)  I  have  a 
daughter,  Prince,  I  wish  you  to  know. 

Sam.  (Sitting — aside.)  What  de  debbil  she  call  me  Prince  for?  (Aloud.)  In  de 
purfession  P 

Mrs.  W.  Well,  she  teaches  in  the  Sunday  School. 

Sam.  (Aside.)  Dis  old  female  mad  ! 

Mrs.  W.  I  am  sure  you  will  like  her.  Being  our  only  child,  we  doat  on  her  ;  and, 
of  course  (impressively),  all  her  father’s  fortune  goes  to  her  eventually.  Ahem  ! 

Sam.  (Aside.)  What  is  she  driving  at?  (Aloud.)  By  de  way,  when  do  we 
begin  ? 

Mrs.  W.  (Aside.)  He  reads  my  meaning!  (Aloud.)  Oh,  at  once.  (Rises.)  I  will 
send  her  to  you  immediately.  And  you  must  hear  her  sing,  Prince,  for  you  are  of 
course  fond  of  music? 

Sam.  Of  course  I  am. 

Mrs.  W.  So  am  I  ;  spiritual  songs  ax*e  my  favourites,  as  I’ve  no  doubt  they  are 
yours. 

Sam.  ’Zactly  !  Dis  my  favourite —  (Sings.) 

Hunkey  dorum,  doodle  dum  day ! 

Mrs.  W.  (Aside.)  Some  wild  Ethiopian  p3alm.  Beautiful !  (Aloud.)  She  will  be 
with  you  in  a  moment. 

[Exit. 

Sam.  Yah  !  dat  old  lunatic — sure  ’nuff.  Can’t  make  it  out  nohow.  Nebber 
mind  ;  if  dey  want  dis  child  to  marry  de  daughter  ob  de  concern,  I’m  ready.  Dat 
comes  ob  being  great  artist  on  de  bones.  De  ladies  all  like  de  gentlemen  ob  colour, 
’specially  when  we  sing  lub-songs  in  white  waistcoats.  (Sings.) 

“  I  would  I  were  a  bird, 

That  I  might  fly  to  thee  /” 

Enter  ARABELLA.  She  pauses  in  amazement. 

Arab.  (Aside.)  The  Prince — as  black  as  smut,  too. 

(They  bow.  Sambo  hands  chair.  They  sit  at  table.) 

Sam.  (Aside.)  Golly!  fine  gal,  any  way. 

Arab.  (Aside.)  I  can’t  marry  this  coal-scuttle;  I  will  appeal  to  his  princely 
feelings.  (Aloud.)  Sir,  I  believe  we  are  to  have  the  pleasure  of  your  acquaintance. 

Sam.  Yah  !  I’m  engaged,  sure  ’nuff. 

Arab.  (Horror-struck.)  Good  gracious  !  has  mamma  gone  so  far  ?  What  fears 
take  hold  of  me? 

Sam.  It’s  to  come  off  ’mmediately. 

Arab.  Never  !  (Aside.)  Oh,  Orlando  ! 

Sam.  Why,  nebber?  T)is  darky’s  got  de  guvnor’s  letter. 

Arab.  Papa’s? 

Sam.  Just  so.  It’s  all  right.  Dere’s  no  oder  coloured  pusson,  is  dore? 

Arab.  (Aside.)  He  suspects.  (Aloud.)  Yes,  sir;  there  is  another  gentleman.. 
(Gushingly .)  Oh,  sir,  be  generous — be  yourself — be  a  prince  ! 

(Kneels  to  him.  Astonishment  of  Mr.  Bones.) 

Sam.  (Aside.)  Dis  lunatic,  too!  What  she  call  me  Prince  for? 

Arab.  (Rising.)  You  do  not  speak  !  You  refuse  my  bosom’s  prayer  !  Then,  fare¬ 
well.  You  now  are  responsible  for  two  lives.  Ha! 

[Exits  tragicalh/. 

Sam.  Dash  my  wig,  if  I  ain’t  flustrated— treed— row’d  up  salt  ribber,  sure  ’nuff.. 
Nice  gal  dat,  but  she  had  some  odder  chap  she  wants  to  get  the  place.  Ha  !  wh®  dat 
be  knockin’  at  de  door  ?  (Knock  heard.) 

Enter  PRINCE  BURRI-BOOLAH-GAH.  They  salute  stiffly. 

Prince.  (Aside.)  Who  is  this  fellow?  Am  I  forestalled  ? 

Sam.  (Aside.)  Dis  de  odder  bones  !  Must  make  him  walk.  (Aloud.)  You.  saa,  I 
know  wdiat  you  come  for  !  I  take  you,  sar  ! 

Prince.  (Aside.)  Can  my  designs  on  the  daughter  of  the  rich  tallow-chandler 
have  transpired?  But  no!  (Aloud)  Do  you,  iv deed  ? 
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Sam.  Yes,  sar  ;  and  you  come  too  late,  sar  ! 

Prince.  Too  late  ? 

Sam.  Yah  !  it’s  all  settled  !  Dis  child’s  de  man  ! 

Prince.  Never ! 

Sam.  (Waxing  hot.)  What  do  you  mean  by  nebber F 
Prince.  It  is  impossible  !  What,  take  my  place  ? 

Sam.  Impossible  !  To  a  colour’d  pusson  of  my  talent  P  You  mean  to  insult  me, 
sar? 

Prince.  You  are  an  impostor,  sir  ! 

Sam.  (Tucking  up  sleeves.)  Golly !  we  see  that  bimebye  !  You  get  out.  sar  ! 
Prince.  What!  this  to  me,  sir  ? 

Sam.  Yes,  sar  !  Get  out,  you  colour’d  pusson  ! 

Prince.  You’re  another  ! 

Sam.  (Collaring  him.)  Take  dat ! 

Prince.  (Resisting.)  You  take  that. 

Sam.  Y  ou  no  go  ?  Take  dat ! 

( Grand  combat  of  Ethiopians  to  music.  They  pull  the 
wool  out  of  each  other's  head.  Shirt  fronts  fall  on  the 
field  of  battle.  Ringing  of  bells,  and  noise  of.) 


Enter  MR.  and  MRS.  WICKINS.  They  shriek.  Tableau. 

Mrs .  W.  Police,  police!  (Ringing  of  bells.) 

Sam.  Golly,  I  done  it  now  ! 

Prince.  (Aside)  The  sooner  I’m  off  the  better.  [Seizes  hat,  and  slinks  off. 

Sam.  (Aside.)  The  police  come  !  I’m  off!  (Sings.) 


“  I’m  off  to  Charleston) n 
Before  the  break  ob  day  /" 

Mrs.  W.  Oh,  gracious  !  what  does  all  this  mean? 

Miss  W.  A  pretty  Prince,  indeed  !  (Goes  to  window.) 
'pa  !  This  comes  of  your  fine  plans  ! 


[Exits. 

And  there’s  the  police  and 


[Exits. 

Mrs.  W.  Oh,  oh,  if  the  constables  should  take  us  all  to  the  station  !  What  would 
the  Rev.  Mr.  Blowemup  say? 


[Exit. 


END  OF  SECOND  SYLLABLE. 


THE  WHOLE  WORD— Mistake. 

SCENE — Same  as  last. 

Enter  MR.  WICKENS,  followed  by  MRS.  and  MISS  W.  Mr.  Wickens 

centre. 

Mr.  W.  Well,  my  dear,  this  has  been  a  pretty  scandal  for  the  neighbourhood  ! 

Mrs.  W.  And  whose  blame  was  that?  You  would  insist  upon  that  Prince  coming 
b«re.  (Sobs.) 

Mr.  W.  ( Feebly.)  Oh,  oh  ! 

Arab.  Yes,  ’pa,  you  know  you  did,  for  he  told  me  you  wrote  him. 

Mr.  W.  Oh,  oh  !  Am  I  standing  on  my  head  or  my  heels? 

Mrs.  W.  (Severely.)  It  seems  to  me  very  little  consequence  which  ! 

Mr.  W.  Anyway,  the  police  have  discovered  your  African  Prince  to  be  an 
impostor,  and  Arabella  is  saved  from  that,  at  all  events. 

Arab.  Yes  ;  bu*t  alas  !  (Sobs.) 

Mrs.  W.  What  is  the  matter  now? 

Arab.  My  true  and  faithful  Orlando  is  lost — is  dead  ! 

Enter  ORLANDO. 

Orl.  No,  my  Peckham  angel  !  He  is  here  to  save  you  from  perjured  vows  t 
(Aside.)  Heard  that  at  the  Victoria  Tbeyater  the  other  night. 


“  NUMBER  157b.” 


7 


Arab.  Ah,  ’ tis  heaven’s  will.  ( They  embrace.) 

Orl.  (To  Mrs.  W.)  I  can  now  declare  my  love  ;  an  unusually  tough  old  uncle 
having  at  length  consented  to  shuffle  off  the  mortal  coil,  and  leave  me  his  heir. 

Mrs.  W.  ( Embracing  him.)  My  dear  boy  ! 

Mr.  W.  But  who  was  the  other  black  fellow  ? 

Enter  Mr.  S.  BONES. 

Sam.  Mr.  Sambo  Bones,  at  your  service,  sar,  and  at  de  young  lady’s,  sar.  Mis¬ 
took  de  house,  sar — dat  was  all !  I’ve  got  de  place  all  de  same  ! 

Mr.  W.  I’ll  change  my  number  next  term. 

Arab .  (To  audience.)  Thus  happily  ends  a  serious  complication.  May  every  error 
in  your  experiences  have  a  similar  result.  Farewell  !  (AIL  bow 

Miss  A.  W.  Mr.  0.  F.  Smith..  Mr.  S.  Bones.  Mrs.  Wickens.  Mr.  Wick 

END  OF  CHARADE. 


Solution.—”  mtss-take.” 


“  LOVELY.” 

AN  ORIGINAL  DUOLOGUE,  WRITTEN  EXPRESSLY  FOR 
DRAWING-ROOM  ACTING. 

BY  H.  P.  GRATTAN. 


DRAMATIS  1 »  K  IT  S  O  1ST  JE. . 


Mr.  Smiley. 
Mrs.  Smiley. 


Aunt  Matchem. 
Ellen  Smiley. 


Herbert  Neville. 

N.B.—  The  characters  in  the  first  part  of  the  Charade  are  supposed  to  be  about  to 
rehearse  the  tragedy  of  Romeo  and  Juliet and  are  dressed  asunder 


Mr.  Smiley  as  Capulet. 
Herbert  Neville  as  Romeo. 


Ellen  Smiley  as  Juliet 


Mrs.  Smiley  as  Lady  Capulet 
Aunt  Matchen  as  the  Nurse. 


“LOVELY.” 


PART  I.— “LOVE." 

The  scene  is  supposed  to  represent  a  chamber  in  Capulet’ s  house.  MR.  SMILEY,  a 

jolly,  kind-hearted,  elderly  gentleman,  is  discovered  standing  before  a  pier-glass, 

arranging  his  ruff.  MRS.  SMILEY,  a  handsome  matron,  is  seated  at  a  table, 

evidently  admiring  Mr.  Smiley  in  his  rich  Venetian  costume. 

Mr.  Smiley.  By  Jove  !  my  deal*,  I  don’t  wonder  that  your  old  masters,  Messrs. 
Titian,  Vandyk,  Rubens,  and  Company,  contrived  to  make  their  portraits  so  amaz¬ 
ingly  effective.  I  begin  to  think  the  dress  wras  three-fourths  of  the  battle  !  Let  any 
of  their  celebrities  exchange  his  plumed,  jewelled  and  sable-furred  cap,  for  a  four- 
and-ninepenny  billycock ;  his  elaborately-worked  lace  collar  and  cuffs  for  a  set  of 
paper  impositions — at  one-and-three  per  dozen  (box  included) ;  his  slashed  velvet 
doublet,  embroidered  cloak  and  trunks,  for  a  tourists’  tweed  turn-out — at  one-ten 
and  a  very  microscopic  elevenpence-halfpenny, — and  I  am  inclined  to  think— whether 
King  or  Kaiser,  Grandee,  Noble,  or  Rabbi — he  would  cut  but  a  very  ordinary  John 
Brown — or  ditto  Smith — appearance. 

Mrs.  Smiley.  I  quite  agree  with  you,  Algernon.  When  I  see  how  you  set  off 
that  picturesque  attire,  I  deeply  regret  the  bad  taste  of  the  costumers  of  these  de¬ 
generate  times. 

Mr.  Smiley.  I  join  in  your  regrets,  Mrs.  Smiley — not  on  mv  own  account,  but 
solely  on  yours.  Angelina  Augusta  Matilda  Marie,  you  look  superb  ! 

(Mrs.  Smiley  rises  and  curtseys.  Mr.  Smiley  puts  on 
his  spectacles,  and  walks  admiringly  round  her.) 

Mrs.  Smiley.  I  can  return  the  compliment ! 

Mr.  Smiley.  ( Seating  himself  beside  Mrs.  Smiley  who  resumes  her  chair.)  Many 
thanks.  But  who  the  deuce  am  I P 

Mrs  Smiley.  ( Astonished .)  Have  you  forgotten  ?  For  goodness  sake,  look  at  your 
part ! 

(Mr.  Smiley  takes  written  theatrical  part  from  breast,  of 
vest  and  reads.) 

Mr.  Smiley.  Oh,  ah !  I  see.  Capulet !  Let  me  spell  it,  and  I  shall  be  more 
likely  to  remember  it  1  (Spells.)  C-A-P-U-L-E-T — Capulet ! 

Mrs.  Smiley.  That’s  right;  pray  don't  forget  it  again.  I  hope  you  will  be  per¬ 
fect. 

Mr.  Smiley.  Well,  yes;  I  think  I  shall.  I  have  been  hammering  away  at  old 
Capulet  for  the  last  six  weeks,  harder  than  I  ever  did  at  vulgar  fractions,  anil  I  think 
I’ve  got  most,  if  not  all,  of  him  into  my  head. 

Mrs.  Smiley.  That’s  right  !  Only  speak  the  words,  and  your  success  will  be  cer¬ 
tain.  You  look  the  part  to  the  life. 

Mr.  Smiley.  I  am  glad  to  hear  it ;  but,  between  you  and  me,  I  don’t  think  I  shall 
make  much  ef  him. 

Mrs.  Smiley.  Why  not? 

Mr.  Smiley.  Because,  my  dear,  he  is  quite  out  of  my  line. 

Mrs.  Smiley.  How  so? 

Mr.  Smiley.  I  flatter  myself  I  am  what  may  be  called  a  rather  more  than  average 
good-natured  man;  a  man  who  can  endure  annoyances  and  unpleasantries— not  to 
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aT-  positions  and  extortions— with  commendable  philosophy  and  praiseworthy 

w?“C?v.  1  e7er  rate  the  P°or>  water,  gas,  and  paving  rates  ?  Do  I  ever  anathe¬ 

matise  the  Queen  s  and  income-tax  collectors— within  their  hearing  ?  I  pause  for  a 

fSf  vL  l  aS  10  ?\ay,  5®  otherwise  engaged,  I  will  not  call  upon  her,  hut  furnish 
that  reply  myself— and  boldly  answer,  “  Never  !” 

Mrs  Smiley  Yon  are  quite  right.  But  did  Capulet  ? 

Wo  w  q11  d'ke  d*v},n.e  William  ”  as  Aunt  Matchem  will  insist  upon  calling  the 

f  ,,  '  8™*  110  positive  particulars  of  Capulet’ s  conduct  on  the  trying  occasions 

01  #  those  legal  vampire’s  quarterly  visitations  ;  but  from  the  very  overbearing, 
Doistcrous,  and,  I  must  say ,— although  his  representative,— inexorable  manner  in 
which  he  behaved  to  his  only  daughter,  I  am  inclined  to  think  he  was  anything  but 
an  enviable  amiable  party  to  his  dependants  or  poor  relations,  and  a  positive  Ursa 

hlS  dTAi  B?V ge!ina’  my  love»  1  think  you  will  do  me  the  justice  to 
admit  I  have  as  little  of  the  feminine  failing— which  has  rendered  Mrs.  Bluebeard 
an  object  ot  interest— I  mean  curiosity— as  most  middle-aged  gentlemen;  but,  I 
confess,  I  should  like  to  know  why— in  the  language  of  the  divine  William— I  am 
ow  called  upon  to  look  on  this  picture— (surveys  himself  in  pier-glass.  then  turns 
to  Mrs.  Smiley)  and  on  this  ”  (pointing  to  Mrs.  Smiley ) ;  or,  in  other  and  plainer 
terms  why  we  are  to  have  a  full-dress  rehearsal  of  the  Balcony  Scene— if  not 
several  more— this  evening? 

Mrs.  Smiley.  It  is  Aunt  Matchem’s  wish. 

Tkat  l-  tlready  know-  What  1  want  to  enlightened  upon  is,  why  is 
it  Aunt  Matchem  s  wish  ?  J 

Mrs.  Smiley.  You  are  aware  it  has  long  been  the  dearest  wish  of  my  aunt’s  heart 
to  see  our  Ellen  married  to  her  nephew  and  protege ,  Herbert  Neville 
.  Mr.  Smiley .  I  am  aware  of  that  fact,  and  unlike  old  Capulet,  I  have  no  wish  to 
interfere  with  her  kind  intentions — that  is,  on  two  conditions 
Mrs.  Smiley.  What  are  they  ? 

Mr.  Smiley.  The  first  that  Ellen  loves  him. 

Mrs.  Smiley.  You  will  take  my  word  for  that. 

Mr  Smiley  Decidediy-  Women  generally  understand  each  other  on  that  subject. 
The  other  is  that  Herbert  Neville  loves  Ellen. 

Mrs.  Smiley.  That  is  equally  certain. 

Mr.  Smiley.  Oh,  indeed,  has  he  proposed  ? 

Mrs.  Smiley.  No,  he  has  not. 

Mr.  Smiley.  Why  don’t  he? 

Mrs.  Smiley.  Because  he  is  so  unaccountably  shy,  though  he  must  have  seen  from 
my  daughter  s,  and  even  my  manner,  he  need  have  no  fear  of  a  refusal,  he  has  never 
been  able  to  summon  up  sufficient  courage  to  make  a  formal  declaration 
Mr.  Smiley.  That  was  just  my  case. 

Mrs.  Smiley.  ( Astonished .)  '  Your  case,  Mr.  Smiley 

Mr.  Smiley.  Yes,  my  dear.  When  I  look  back  I  am  astonished,  not  to  say  dis- 
gusted  with  myself  for  the  stupid  manner  m  which  I  overlooked  your  kind  advances 
Mrs  Smt„ey.  My  advances,  Mr.  Smiley!  Why,  it  was  twelve  months  before  I 
suffered  you  even  to  squeeze  my  hand. 

Mr.  Smiley.  Yes,  lout  that  I  was,  because  it  was  twelve  months  before  I  ventured 

J®7**  on’  and  I,shoJldd  n,ot  have  done  so  even  then,  but  for  your  cryin^  out 
‘  Dont  squeeze  so  hard,”  when  I  hadn’t  the  remotest  thought  of  takin-  such  a 
liberty.  ° 

Mrs.  Smiley.  (Laughing  good-naturedly.)  What  an  atrocious  libel '  Who  sent 
the  first  valentine  ? 


Mr  Smiley.  I  did.  I  think  I  see  it  now.  A  heart  transfixed  with  a  couple  of 
wickedly-barbed  arrows— arrows  that  would  have  let  daylight  through  the  toughest 
hide  that  ever  protected  a  buffalo  bull.  I  see  the  young  person  who  had  discharged 
them  in  an  airy  attire,  chiefly  composed  of  a  pair  of  butterfly’s  wings,  shaking  his  bow 
defiantly  at  another  party,  who  appeared  to  be  about  to  indulge  in  some  culinary  opera 
tion  connected  with  the  bleeding  heart,  preparatory  to  wh’c’i  he  was  about  to  apply'a 
blazing  torch,  to  what  I  at  first  imagined  was  an  economical  Rumford  stove  •  but 
which  the  young  lady  who  supplied  me  with  the  art  treasure,  informed  me  “  was  the 
Altar  of  Hymen,  from  which  the  flame  of  connubial  love  would  blaze  through  }jfe 
pure,  spotless,  and  unsullied!”  °  * 
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Mrs.  Smiley.  ( Laughing J  Well,  come,  that  is  a  rather  more  lover-like  and 
poetical  version  of  Saint  Valentine’s  allegory. 

Mr.  Smiley.  I  quite  agree  with  you.  I  also  vividly  remember  a  fault  you  found 
with  the  church,  consisting  of  a  porch  and  spire,  and  nothing  else  in  the  way  of 
architectural  development. 

Mrs.  Smiley.  What  fault  did  I  find? 

Mr.  Smiley.  Why,  my  dear,  you  said  it  was  too  much  in  perspective,  and  added, 
for  your  own  part  you  would  very  much  prefer  it  in  the  foi’eground. 

Mrs.  Smiley.  Did  I  say  that  ? 

Mr.  Smiley.  I  am  delighted  to  be  enabled  to  assert  you  did,  as  in  accordance  with 
what  I  took  to  be  a  delicate  hint,  I  proposed  six  months  sooner  than  I  had  intended, 
and  in  consequence - 

Mrs.  Smiley.  What,  in  consequence  ? 

Mr.  Smiley.  I  have  enjoyed  six  months  more  happiness  with  the  best  of  wives  and 
women  than  I  otherwise  should  have  done. 

{Mr.  Smiley  takes  Mrs.  Smiley’s  hand,  and  kisses  it  with 
an  air  of  true  gallantry  and  devotion.) 

Mrs.  Smiley.  You  were  always  a  dear,  good  fellow,  and,  if  possible,  time  has  im¬ 
proved  you. 

Mr.  Smiley.  Seeing  that  he  would  have  as  vainly  tried  to  paint  the  lily,  or  add 
another  perfume  to  the  rose,  as  improve  you,  he  has  passed  you  over  altogether. 

Mrs.  Smiley.  I  declare  you  should  have  been  Romeo. 

Mr.  Smiley.  And  you  Juliet.  But  didn’t  Aunt  Matchem  once  propose  another 
suitor  for  Ellen  P 

Mrs.  Smiley.  She  certainly  did. 

Mr.  Smiley.  And  if  I  remember  rightly,  he,  too,  like  Herbert  Neville,  was  a 
painter. 

Mrs.  Smiley.  He  was.  The  objects  of  Aunt  Matchem’s  idolatry  are  artists  and 
the  legitimate  drama.  The  divine  William’s  mighty  masterpieces,  and  the  chef 
d’ oeuvres  of  our  modern  painters. 

Mr.  Smiley.  Conditionally,  on  our  daughter’s  marrying  a  suitor  of  Aunt 
Matchem’s  selection,  the  old  lady  is  to  make  her  sole  heiress  to  her  very  handsome 
fortune  ? 

Mrs.  Smiley.  You  are  quite  right. 

Mr.  Smiley.  And  you  have  consented  to  that  arrangement  ? 

Mrs.  Smiley.  I  have,  in  your  name  as  well  as  my  own. 

Mr.  Smiley.  You  have  my  entire  approval.  What  was  Aunt  Matchem’s  plan  of 
operations  ? 

Mrs.  Smiley.  She  had  two  proteges,  both  giving  equal  px-omise  of  future  excellence, 
and  both  well  educated  and  connected.  Both  were  engaged  by  her  to  paint  Ellen’s 
portrait,  with  a  perfect  understanding  if  a  mutual  attachment  sprang  up  between 
them,  the  one  Ellen  preferred  should  be  her  husband ;  but  an  implied  wish  that  the 
one  who  painted  the  best  picture  (for  which,  whether  successful  as  a  suitor  or  not, 
he  was  to  receive  the  handsome  sum  of  five  thousand  pounds)  should  prove  the  happy 
man. 

Mr.  Smiley.  What  has  been  the  result? 

Mrs.  Smiley.  As  far  as  Herbert  Neville  goes,  all  we  could  desii’e.  He  evidently 
loves  Ellen,  and  is  beloved  of  her,  and  his  portrait  of  her  is  said  to  be  perfection. 

Mr.  Smiley.  And  the  other  gentleman  ? 

Mrs.  Smiley.  Clarence  Nugent. 

Mr.  Smiley.  Oh  !  that’s  his  name,  is  it?  Well,  how  does  he  get  on  with  Ellen  ? 

Mrs.  Smiley.  Not  at  all.  The  contrast  between  the  young  men  is  marvellous. 
While  Ellen  was  sitting  to  Herbert,  we  were  struck  by  liis  earnest  but  respectful 
admiration,  and  his  evident  wish  to  do  justice  to  her  portrait ;  when  with  Mr.  Nugent 
we  could  not  help  noticing  his  slight  regard  for  his  painting,  and  his  self-possessed 
confidence  in  his  powers  of  pleasing.  One  was  evidently  working  to  gain  the  hand 
of  a  girl  1  e  sincerely  loved  ;  the  other  appeared  to  imagine  he  could  secure  the  love 
of  any  woman,  without  taking  any  special  pains  in  the  matter.  It  was  quite  evident 
although  they  had  been  firm  friends  from  boyhood,  he  deemed  his  modest  and  assi¬ 
duous  young  rival’s  chances,  as  a  suitor  or  an  artist,  worthless  as  compared  to  his 
own. 
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Mr.  Smiley.  A  regular  type  of  the  “  Veni,  Vidi,  Vici  ”  fast  young  men  of  the 
modern  school. 

Mrs.  Smiley.  I  fear  so. 

Mr.  Smiley.  Was  it  not  stipulated,  should  Ellen  prove  indifferent  to  both  young 
men,  the  portraits  were,  nevertheless,  to  be  compared,  and  the  award  of  the  live 
thousand  made  to  the  painter  of  the  best  ? 

Mrs.  Smiley.  It  was. 

Mr.  Smiley.  When  is  the  decision  to  be  come  to? 

Mrs.  Smiley.  If  possible,  to-night. 

Mr.  Smiley.  Is  Mr.  Clarence  Nugent’s  portrait  finished? 

Mrs.  Smiley.  I  cannot  answer  that  question.  We  have  none  of  us  heard  of  him 
for  the  last  six  months. 

Mr.  Smiley.  I  have. 

Mrs.  Smiley.  What? 

Mr.  Smiley.  Nothing  to  his  advantage  ;  in  short,  I  very  much  fear  he  is  going  to 
the  bad  ;  that  he  is  more  frequently  seen  in  a  stable  than  in  a  studio  ;  that  his  studies 
of  the  human  figure  are  confined  to  the  worst  description — legs,  I  mean  blacklegs ; 
that,  as  far  as  landscapes  are  concerned,  he  takes  a  deeper  interest  in  the  turf  than 
the  trees  ;  that  instead  of  becoming  a  pi’udent  book-keeper,  he  has  become  a  reckless 
book-maker,  and  that  the  next  plunge  he  takes  will  be  from  the  racecourse  to  ruin. 

Mrs.  Smiley.  What  a  blessing  it  is  our  daughter  was  not  dazzled  by  his  superiL.al 
attractions,  but  has  given  her  heart  to  his  worthy  and  unassuming  rival. 

Mr.  Smiley.  A  blessing,  indeed ;  that  is,  if  he  will  only  screw  his  courage  to  the 
sticking-point,  and  propose. 

Mrs.  Smiley.  Oh,  never  fear  ;  leave  that  to -  ( Aunt  Matchem  speaks  without.) 

Aunt  Matchem.  What,  Juliet !  ladybird. 

Mrs.  Smiley.  Aunt  Matchen — and  here  she  comes. 

Enter  AUNT  MATCHEM,  dressed  as  tlte  Nurse  in  “  Romeo  and  Juliet ,”  carrying 
a  fan  and  large  reticule,  and  the  usual  ivory-headed  crutch-stick. 

Aunt  Matchem.  Well,  my  dear  friends,  here  I  am.  Come,  I  hope  to  see  the 
fictitious  loves  of  Romeo  and  Juliet  culminate  in  the  proposal  and  acceptance  of 
Herbert  Neville  and  Ellen  Smiley ;  if  so,  all  my  cares  in  this  world  will  be  over. 

Mrs.  Smiley.  You  forget ;  another  important  affair  remains  to  be  settled. 

Aunt  Matchem.  What  is  that  ? 

Mrs.  Smiley.  You  have  to  determine  which  of  the  artists  is  to  receive  the 
splendid  reward  you  have  offered  for  the  best  portrait. 

Aunt  Matchem.  That’s  true ;  and,  though  I  should  be  pleased  to  find  the  suc¬ 
cessful  suitor  is  also  the  best  painter,  that  is  but  a  secondary  consideration.  But 
see,  here  come  the  young  people,  looking  the  fac  similes  of  the  divine  William’s  hero 
and  heroine. 

Enter  HERBERT  NEVILLE  as  Romeo,  and  ELLEN  SMILEY  as  Juliet. 

(To  Ellen.)  My  love,  you  look  charmingly.  Mr.  Neville,  are  you  quite  perfect  ? 

Neville.  I  can  scarcely  say  that ;  but — ( looking  at  Ellen) — but  I  think  I  am  as 
near  perfection  as  a  man  can  possibly  be. 

Aunt  Matchem.  Bravo  !  Well  said  ;  you  improve  wonderfully.  The  study  of 
the  divine  William  has  given  you  confidence ;  and  in  this  world,  confidence  is  the 
best  ally  to  secure  success.  How  do  you  feel,  Ellen  ? 

Ellen.  A  little  nervous,  dear  aunt;  but  Mr.  Neville  is  so  kind,  I  think  I  shall 
be  able  to  sustain  my  character. 

Aunt  Matchem.  Capital !  Come,  as  the  divine  William  says  (though  I  am  only 
here  as  the  Nurse,  I  am  up  in  “  Hamlet,”)  “  Give  us  a  touch  of  your  quality  p” 

Neville.  Before  we  begin  I  have  a  favour  to  ask. 

Aunt  Matchem.  What  is  it  ? 

Neville.  When  you,  dear  madam,  offered  the  very  handsome  amount  of  five 
thousand  pounds  for  the  best  portrait  of  Miss  Smiley,  Clarence  Nugent  and  myself 
made  up  our  minds  not  to  accept  it,  unless  you  would  permit  us  to  present  you  with 
another  picture — our  joint  production. 

Mrs.  Smiley  (Uneasily.)  Are  you  still  a  friend  of  that  person  ? 

Neville.  I  am. 

Mrs.  Smiley.  Ho  you  visit  him  ? 
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Neville.  I  do  not. 

Aunt  Matchem.  Why  not  ? 

Neville.  Because  I  dislike  some  of  the  set  I  should  meet  with  him. 

Mrs.  Smiley.  Then  you  have  no  quarrel  with  him  ? 

Neville.  Certainly  not.  I  believe  he  has  acted  foolishly;  but  I  still  admire  his 
talent,  and  have  every  confidence  in  the  goodness  of  his  heart. 

Mrs.  Smiley.  Will  he  compete  for  the  prize? 

Aunt  Matchem.  And  join  you  in  the  other  painting,  win  or  lose  ? 

Neville.  Most  assuredly ! 

Mrs.  Smiley.  What  is  to  be  the  subject  of  your  proposed  picture? 

Neville.  A  family  of  you  all  as  you  are  in  your  present  costumes,  for  which  purpose 
I  wish  Clarence  Nugent  to  see  you  in  them  to-night. 

Aunt  Matchem.  I  am  content. 

Mrs  Smiley.  And  I. 

Mr.  Smiley.  And  I. 

Ellen.  And  I. 

Aunt  Matchem.  Carried  nem.  con.  Now  to  rehearse  the  Balcony  Scene. 

Mrs.  Smiley.  Won’t  that  be  rather  difficult  ? 

Aunt  Matchem.  How  difficult  ? 

Mr.  Smiley.  Simply  because  we  have  no  balcony. 

Aunt  Matchem ,.  They  had  none  in  the  divine  William’s  time,  and  they  got  on 
famously  without.  We  have  the  same  means  at  our  disposal  that  the  great  actors 
of  those  days  had,  and  I  have  come  provided  with  them.  Herbert,  bring  that  arm¬ 
chair  forward.  ( Neville  brings  down  arm-chair.)  Now  put  this  placard  upon  it. 

( Aunt  Matchem  takes  large  card  out  of  her  reticule  with 
the  words  “  This  is  a  Balcony  ”  printed  on  it.  Neville 
hangs  it  on  the  chair.) 

Aunt  Matchem.  Now  Juliet,  my  love,  seat  yourself  in  that  balcony,  and  let  your 
arm  hang  gracefully  over  that  balustrade. 

(Ellen  poses  herself  as  desired.) 

Aunt  Matchem.  Admirable  !  Nothing  could  be  more  natural.  Now,  Master 
Romeo,  I  want  you  to  throw  some  heart  and  feeling  into  your  performance.  To 
make  love— as  the  yonng  men  of  my  day  did,  both  on  and  off  the  stage — as  if  they 
meant  it.  I  am  no  admirer  of  the  present  soulless  school  of  pensive  preaching,  sour 
looks,  sallow  faces,  turned  down  collars,  and  moustachios,  and  general  air  of  lifeless 
lassitude  and  dreamy  despondency  that  passes  muster  for  great  acting  among 
the  professors  of  the  not-how-to-do-it-for-fear-of-being-too-stagey — jeune  premiers 
of  the  modern  lavishly-upholstered  pill  boxes.  No  !  let  me  have  some  of  the  power 
and  passion  which,  in  the  days  of  Kemble,  Cook,  and  Kean,  filled  old  Drury  from 
floor  to  ceiling,  and  rendered  those  great  masters  of  the  mighty  art  the  idols  of  our 
ancestors  and  the  observed  of  all  observers. 

Neville.  I  will  do  my  best,  madame. 

Aunt  Matchem.  Lady  Capulet ,  you  are  not  on  in  this  scene.  You  can  go  to  the 
drawing-room,  if  you  like. 

Mrs.  Smiley.  Thanks.  I  really  do  want  to  see  about  the  supper  ;  so  I  will  avail 
myself  of  your  permission. 

[Mrs.  Smiley  goes  off.— Mr.  Smiley  is  following  her ,  when 
Aunt  Matchem  stops  him. 

Aunt  Matchem.  Where  are  you  going  ? 

Mr.  Smiley.  With  Lady  Capulet. 

Aunt  Matchem.  You  had  better  remain. 

Mr.  Smiley.  What  for  ? 

Aunt  Matchem.  You  will  soon  see.  Stand  there  !  ( Places  Smiley  R.  h.  Then 
takes  card  out  of  bag,  on  which  is  printed  “The  Orchard  Wall.”)  You  are  the 
orchard  wall,  that  Romeo  will  have  to  come  from  behind.  ( Hangs  placard  round 
Smiley's  neck.) 

Mr.  Smiley.  All  right.  Now,  Romeo,  go  off ;  come  on,  begin  at  once,  for  I  am 
dying  for  a  glass  of  sherry  and  a  sandwich. 

(Herbert  goes  behind  Smiley,  and  makes  his  entrance  d  la 
“Romeo.”  Aunt  Matchem  stands  r,.  h.,  opposite 
Smiley,  watching  and  directing  the  performance. 
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Neville .  “  He  jests  at  scars  that  uever  felt  a  wound  ; 

But  soft - 

Aunt  Matchem.  Oh,  that  will  uever  do.  Suit  the  action  to  the  word,  and  put 
your  hand  to  your  head  when  you  come  to  “  soft ;”  and  then  pause  for  a  moment, 
and  gaze  intently  on  Juliet. 

( Neville  does  as  directed .) 


Neville.  “  But  soft,” 

Aunt  Matchem.  Nothing  could  be  more  appropriate. 

Neville.  “  But  soft !  What  light  through  yonder  window  breaks  ? 

It  is  the  east,  and  Juliet  is  the  sun  ! 

Arise  fair  sun,  and  kill  the  envious  moon, 

Who  is  already  sick,  and  pale  with  grief 

That  thou,  her  maid,  art  far  more  fair  than  she.” 

Aunt  Matchem.  Not  so  bad,  but  a  leetle  too  heavy.  You  must  endeavour  to 
lighten  up  your  “  east,”  and  give  more  warmth  to  your  “  sun.” 

Neville.  “  See  how  she  leans  her  cheek  upon  her  hand.” 

Aunt  Matchem,  Dwell  upon  her  “  cheek.” 

Neville.  “  0  that  I  were  a  glove  upon  that  hand, 

That  I  might  touch  that  cheek.” 

Aunt  Matchem.  Too  tame  altogether  ;  if  you  speak  in  that  way,  the  audience  will 
think,  instead  of  wishing  to  be  a  glove — which  we  all  know  cannot  cling  too  tightly 
to  a  lady’s  hand — you  simply  aspire  to  be  a  muff,  which  never  squeezes  itatali. 
Now,  Juliet. 

Ellen.  That’s  not  my  cue.  I  have  nothing  to  say. 

Neville.  “  She  speaks,  yet  she  says  nothing.” 

Amit  Matchem.  Perfectly  parliamentary. 

Neville.  “  What  of  that  ? 

Her  eye  discourses,  I  will  answer  it.” 

Aunt  Matchem.  Remember  there  is  a  vast  difference  between  her  optic  nerve  and 
your  personal  pronoun.  Be  sure  you  make  a  distinction,  and  be  specially  careful  to 
mincl  your  I. 

Neville.  “  I  am  too  bold  !  Oh,  were  those  eyes  in  heaven  !” 

Aunt  Matchem.  Where  many  a  man  wishes  his  wife  to  be. 

Neville.  “  They  would  through  the  airy  region  stream  so  bright, 

That  birds  would  sing,  and  think  it  was  not  night.” 

Aunt  Matchem.  You  don’t  make  enough  of  your  “birds.”  Make  a  good  mouth¬ 
ful  of  vour  “  birds.” 

Ellen.  “'Ah  me!” 

Neville.  “  She  speaks  ! 

O,  speak  again,  bright  angel !  for  thou  art 
As  glorious  to  this  night,  being  o’er  my  head, 

As  is  a  winged  messenger  of  heaven 

Unto  the  white  upturned  wond’ring  eyes 

Of  mortals,  when  he  bestrides  the  lazy-pacing  clouds, 

And  sails  upon  the  bosom  of  the  air.” 

Aunt  Matchem.  Rather  too  slow.  Hurry  up  your  “  messenger.” 

Ellen.  “0  Romeo,  Romeo  !  wherefore  art  thou  Romeo? 

Deny  thy  father  and  refuse  thy  name  : 

Or,  if  thou  wilt  not,  be  but  sworn  my  love, 

And  I’ll  no  longer  be  a  Capulet.” 

Neville.  “  Shall  I  hear  more,  or  shall  I  speak  at  this  ?” 

Ellen.  “  That  which  we  call  a  rose 

By  any  other  name  would  smell  as  sweet ; 

So  Romeo  would,  were  he  not  Romeo  called, 

Retain  that  dear  perfection  which  he  owes 
Without  that  title  : — Romeo,  doff  thy  name  ; 

And  for  that  name,  which  is  no  part  of  thee, 

Take  all  myself.” 

Aunt  Matchem.  Charming  !  How  much  better  women  make  love  than  men. 
Neville.  “  I  take  thee  at  thy  word  ” 
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Aunt  Matchem.  Oh,  nonsense;  you  don’t  half  take  her.  Put  more  passion,  soul, 
and  fire  into  your  “  take.” 

Neville.  My  dear  Mrs.  Matchem,  you  make  me  so  awfully  nervous.  I  really  think, 
as  this  is  only  our  first  rehearsal,  if  you  would  kindly  leave  us  to  ourselves,  we 
should  get  on  much  better. 

Aunt  Matchem.  Oh,  with  all  my  heart !  Perhaps  the  other  party  is  in  the 
way  ? 

Neville.  What  party  ? 

Aunt  Matchem.  The  party  wall,  of  course. 

Mr.  Smiley.  I  really  hope  I  am,  for  I  am  dying  for  a  sandwich  and  a  glass  of 
sherry. 

Mrs.  Matchem.  Are  you  ?  Come  along,  then. 

(Mr.  Smiley  and  Aunt  Matchem  go  off.) 
Ellen.  Oh,  I  am  so  tired  of  sitting  here.  Can’t  we  rehearse  as  well  if  I  come  to 
you  ? 

Neville.  Much  better  !  I  have  always  thought  Romeo  was  a  muff  for  not  climbing 
into  the  balcony. 

(Ellen  goes  to  Herbert.) 

Ellen.  Need  we  go  through  the  whole  scene? 

Neville.  No,  1  think  not. 

Ellen.  Then  let  us  begin  here — 

“  By  whose  direction  found’st  thou  out  this  place?” 

Neville.  “  By  Love’s,  who  first  did  prompt  me  to  inquire  ; 

He  lent  me  counsel,  and  I  lent  him  eyes. 

I  am  no  pilot ;  yet  wert  thou  as  far 

As  that  vast  shore  washed  with  the  farthest  sea. 

I  would  adventure  for  such  merchandise.” 

Ellen.  “  Dost  thou  love  me  ?  I  know  thou  wilt  say— Ay  ! 

And  I  will  take  thy  word :  yet,  if  thou  swearest 
Thou  mayst  prove  false  ;  at  lovers’  perjuries, 

They  say,  Jove  laughs.” 

Take  that  for  your  cue. 

Neville.  “  Lady,  by  yonder  blessed  moon  I  swear.” 

Ellen.  “  O,  swear  not  by  the  moon,  the  inconstant  moon. 

That  monthly  changes  in  her  circled  orb, 

Lest  that  thy  love  prove  likewise  variable.” 

Neville.  “  What  shall  I  swear  by  ?” 

Ellen.  “  Do  not  swear  at  all ; 

Or,  if  thou  wilt,  swear  by  thy  gracious  self, 

Which  is  the  god  of  my  idolati’y, 

And  I’ll  believe  thee.” 

(Ellen  involuntarily  places  her  hand  in  Neville's,  and 
looks  lovingly  in  his  face.) 

Neville.  Ellen,  I  can  endure  this  suspense  no  longer.  I  love  you  with  all  the 
truth  and  fervour  of  an  honest  heart;  have  done  so  for  months,  though  till  this 
moment  I  have  never  had  the  courage  to  tell  you  so.  May  I  keep  this  hand  ? 

Ellen.  (Laying  her  head  upon  Neville’s  shoulder.)  You  may  ! 

(At  this  moment  MR.  and  MRS.  SMILEY  and  AUNT 
MATCHEM  come  on,  unseen  by  Neville  and  Ellen, 
and  range  themselves  at  back.) 

Neville.  For  life  ? 

Ellen.  Yes  ;  for  life  ! 

(Neville  kneels  and  kisses  Ellen’s  hand  rapturously.) 
Neville.  “  Oh  blessed  night !  I  am  af eared, 

Being  in  night,  all  this  is  but  a  dream, 

Too  flattering  sweet  to  be  substantial.” 

Mr.  Smiley.  (To  Aunt  Matchem)  Do  you  call  that  rehearsing  P 

Aunt  Matchem.  No,  I  don’t.  I  call  that - 

Mr.  Smiley.  What  ? 

Aunt  Matchem.  “  Love  !” 

CURTAIN  CLOSES  ON  PICTURE. 
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Characters. 

Clarence  Nugent. 

Lucy  Nugent. 

Herbert  Neville. 

Page. 

SCENE. — A  room  in  Clarence  Nugent's  chambers.  CLARENCE  NUGENT 
discovered  seated  at  a  table,  on  which  a  quantity  of  envelopes  and  open  letters 
are  scattered.  He  appears  pale  and  dejected ;  but,  throughout  the  scene,  assumes 
a  tone  and  manner  of  forced  gaiety.  LUCY  NUGENT  is  seated  by  his  side, 
looking  anxiously  in  his  face. 

Lucy.  Are  you  ill,  Clarence? 

Clarence.  No,  dear.  Why  do  you  ask  ? 

Lucy.  You  look  so  pale  and  sad,  and  so  unlike  yourself. 

Clarence.  Do  I  ? 

Lucy.  Yes,  indeed  you  do. 

Clarence.  Your  fancy,  my  kind  little  sister. 

Lucy.  Am  I  a  welcome  visitor,  Clarence  ? 

Clarence.  Welcome,  dear  one  !  How  can  you  ask  such  a  question  ? 

Lucy.  Because,  when  I  came  in,  you  seemed  more  surprised  than  pleased. 
Clarence.  Surely  there  is  nothing  very  strange  in  that.  It  is  natural  I  should 
show  some  surprise  at  the  sudden  appearance  of  a  young  lady  I  thought  was 
a  hundred  miles  off . 

Lucy.  Perhaps  so  for  the  first  few  minutes ;  but  for  the  last  half-hour  your 
manner  has  been  so  cold  and  constrained  ;  and  you  look  so  unlike  yourself  ;  I  am 
sure  you  must  be  suffering  from  some  severe  illness  or  sudden  misfortune. 

Clarence.  Indeed,  you  are  wrong,  Lucy. 

Lucy.  I  am  not.  Look  in  my  face.  Clarence,  you  are  deceiving  me  ! — deceiving 
the  sister  who  would  freely  lay  down  her  life  to  preserve  your  honour  or  ensure 
your  happiness. 

Clarence.  What  strange  fancy  have  you  in  that  pretty  little  head  of  yours  ? 
“  Preserve  my  honour  !”  “  Secure  my  happiness  !”  Do  you  imagine  either  are  in 

jeopardy  ? 

Lucy.  Ido. 

Clarence.  You  are  my  only  sister  ;  have  ever  proved  yourself  a  loving,  gentle,  and 
true  one  ;  but  these  suspicions  -  - 
Lucy.  Are,  I  fear,  too  well  founded. 

Clarence.  ( With  affected  gaiety.)  Why,  my  dear,  you  are  becoming  more  and  more 
oracular  and  mysterious.  What  possible  ground  can  you  have  for  such  sombre 
fancies  ? 

Lucy.  Stronger  ones  than  you  at  present  imagine. 

Clarence.  May  I  be  made  acquainted  with  them  ? 

Lucy.  Certainly.  It  will  be  painful  to  reveal  them  ;  but  it  is  a  duty  I  owe  to  you 
and  myself. 

Clarence.  A  duty  to  yourself  ? 

Lucy.  No  stain  can  fall  on  your  good  name  that  will  not  sully  mine. 

Clarence.  Lucy,  you  are  torturing  me !  If  you  love  me,  speak  out  at  once,  and 
speak  plainly.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Lucy.  This  is  not  a  voluntary  visit. 

Clarence.  Not  voluntary  ? 

iAicy.  No.  I  felt  compelled  to  come  ! 

Clarence.  Compelled  ?  By  whom  ? 

Lucy.  Of  that  presently.  May  I,  presuming  on  a  sister’s  love,  ask  you  a  few 
questions  ? 

Clarence.  (Aside,  uneasily.)  Can  she  suspect  ?  (To  Lucy,  with  affected  gaiety) 
Certainly.  From  your  manner,  I  fancy  they  are  of  the  most  momentous  importance, 
and  I  promise,  even  should  they  relate  to  the  all-engrossing  topics  of  the  morals  of 
the  last  lady’s  novel,  the  music  of  the  last  new  opera,  or  the  fashion  of  the  last  new 
bonnet,  I  will  enlighten  you  to  the  very  best  of  my  limited  abilities  ;  or,  like  a  melo* 


18  LOVELY. 

dramatic  rusher  to  the  rescue  of  any  other  distressed  damsel — “  Perish  in  the 
attempt.” 

Lucy.  Have  you  seen  Mr.  Herbert  Neville  lately? 

Clarence.  Not  very. 

Lucy.  How  long  since  ? 

Clarence.  Six  or  seven  months. 

Inicy.  Have  you  quarrelled  with  him  ? 

Clarence.  Certainly  not. 

Lucy.  Were  you  not  rivals  for  the  same  lady’s  hand  ? 

Clarence.  Partially  so.  It  was  a  romantic  affair,  got  up  by  a  very  rich  and 
eccentric  old  maid — a  liberal  patroness  of  both  of  us.  We  were  engaged  by  her, 
each  to  paint  a  portrait  of  her  reputed  heiress,  a  very  charming  girl,  and  it  was 
tacitly  understood  if  Miss  Smiley  thought  proper  to  fall  head  over  ears  in  love  with 
either  of  us,  and  the  passion  proved  reciprocal,  there  would  be  no  obstacle  thrown 
in  the  way  of  the  happy  man’s  proposals  being  accepted. 

Lucy.  Have  you  finished  your  portrait? 

Clarence.  I  am  ashamed  to  say  not  quite. 

Lucy.  How  has  that  happened  ? 

Clarence.  Business,  or  pleasure,  called  me  from  London  on  one  or  two  occasions, 
when  I  forgot  appointments  had  been  made  for  sittings  ;  and,  I  presume,  the  lady, 
in  consequence  of  my  apparent  neglect,  took  some  slight  offence,  as  she  ceased  to 
call  at  my  studio. 

Lucy.  How  long  has  she  discontinued  her  visits  ? 

Clarence.  Some  months. 

Lucy.  Did  Mr.  Neville  cease  to  call  at  the  same  time  ? 

Clarence.  Oh,  dear,  no  !  He  was  with  me  daily  as  usual  for  some  weeks  after 
Miss  Smiley  continued  her  sittings. 

Lucy.  Why  did  your  intimacy  with  Mr.  Neville  cease? 

Clarence.  He  is  a  strange  fellow,  in  some  things,  and  though  good  as  gold  at 
heart,  has  some  peculiarly  stiff-necked  notions.  I  had  made  the  acquaintance  of 
some  fashionable  men  ;  they  were  what  he  called  too  fast  for  him,  and  he  was  too 
slow  for  them.  He  evidently  saw  they  considered  him  a  bore  ;  and  so - 

Lucy.  He  gave  up  your  acquaintance  rather  than  continue  theirs. 

Clarence.  Yes — that  is,  I  suppose  so. 

Lucy.  I  honour  him  for  it. 

Clarence.  Honour  him,  Lucy? 

Lucy.  Yes,  honour  him  !  Was  there  one  Captain  Gaston  Leech  among  them? 

Clarence.  ( Surprised ).  There  was. 

Lucy.  Would  you  know  his  handwriting  ? 

Clarence.  As  well  as  my  own. 

Lucy.  ( Producing  letter,  and  showing  it  to  Clarence.)  Is  that  it? 

Clarence.  ( Looks  at  letter,  appears  astounded .)  It  is. 

Lucy.  Shall  I  read  it  to  you? 

Clarence.  ( With  an  effort.)  If  you  please.  ( Lucy  opens  letter,  and  reads.) 

“  Madam, 

“  I  trust  you  will  excuse  the  liberty  I,  a  perfect  stranger,  take  in  addressing  you  • 
Vut  the  interest  I  feel  in  your  misguided  brother’s  affairs  compel  me  to  do  P'-. 
That  rash  young  man,  contrary  to  my  advice — indeed,  I  may  say  entreaties— has 
given  way  to  his  mad  infatuation  for  the  worst  and  most  seductive  species  of  gam¬ 
bling— betting  on  the  turf,  till  he  is  on  the  verge  of  utter  ruin  ;  unless  some  means 
are  supplied  him  to  meet  his  heavy  losses  before  the  next  settling  day,  he  will  become 
an  outcast  from  the  society  of  all  honourable  men,  and  be  classed  with  the  miserably- 
disgraced  vagabonds  known  as  defaulters,  welshers,  and  swindlers. 

(Signed)  “  Gaston  Leech.” 

Clarence  ( Overcome  by  surprise  and  indignation).  Lost — lost !  Ruined,  be¬ 
trayed,  and  abandoned  by  the  heartless  scoundrel  who  has  lured  me  on  to  destruc¬ 
tion  !  But  stay,  I  may  be  deceived  1  He  promised  to  bet  a  thousand  for  me  at 
such  odds  on  the  certain  winner  of  to-day’s  race,  as  will  recoup  all  my  losses  ;  the 
issue  will  be  known  shortly,  and  till  then  I  will  not  despair. 
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Lucv  Do  not  buoy  yourself  up  with  false  hopes;  their  failure  will  make  >our 
disappointment  the^ Veener.  Little  as  I  know  of  the  world,  I  feel  confident  you  are 
the  dupe  of  a  consummate  soundrel !  That  letter  cames  conviction  on  its  face. 
Make  up  your  mind  for  the  worst,  and  meet  it  like  a  man.  What  will  it  • 

Clarence.  Ruin-irretrievable  ruin  !  and,  what  is  worse  dishonour  and  d^race. 
Lucv  My  darling  brother,  what  you  call  rum  is  but  a  name,  if  you  mean  y 
that  the  loss  of  your  and  my  own  moderate  fortune  With  youth  health,  strengi t  , 
and  honest  resolution,  there  is  no  pecuniary  loss  that  may  not  be  made  P 

severing  and  cheerful  industry.  I  have  come  here  not  to  add  fortune 

hut  to  share  them— not  to  blame  you  for  your  misfortune,  hut  to  place  my  fortune 
at  your  disposal.  It  will  relieve  you  from  your  present  embarrassments,  and  leav  e 

us  both  free  to  work  together,  with  heaven’s  assistance  for  our  f ^mTlove  my 
Clnrencp  Mv  dear  dear  sister,  I  have  no  words  to  speak  my  thanks,  my  love,  my 
gratitude.  But  do  not  suppose  I  am  so  utterly  degraded  and  lost  to  every  manly 
feeling  as  to  touch  one  penny  of  your  money,  or  that  you  shall  ever  ^  dmgiac 
bv  the  presence  of  a  pauper  brother.  I  can  realize  enough  by  the  sale  of  all  I 
possess  to  pay  these  harpies ;  that  done,  even  if  I  have  to  work  my  passage,  I  will 
make  my  way  to  Australia,  where  I  will  endeavour  to  redeem  my  losses  ;  or,  shou 
I  fail  in  that, ‘die,  if  unknown  and  unwept,  neither  dishonoured  nor  despised. 

Lucy.  Brother,  where  yon  go  I  go.  Whatever  yonr  fate,  I  ^rt^  Cl^ence.) 

Clarence.  My  own  dearsister.^  ^  ^  ^ 

which  he  hands  to  Clarence.) 

Faye.  Telegram  for  yon,  sir.  (Clarence  takes, d.) 

( Clarence  holds  telegram  in  his  hand,  as  if  dreading  to 
open  it.  Lucy  takes  it  gently  from  him.) 

Lucv.  Let  me  read  it,  Clarence. 

Clarence  Yes,  Lucy;  ruin  will  come  less  harshly  from  your  kind  voice. 

( Lucy  opens  telegram,  and,  with  an  effort,  restrains  her 
feelings,  and  reads  in  a  composed  voice  .— 

“  Newmarket,  Monday,  3  o’clock  p.m. 

“All  up;  Thunderbolt  scratched;  get  ready  for  settling.  I  am  a  heavy  loser, 

and  must  be  paid.  (Lucy  hands  telegram  to  Clarence;  he  takes  it  mechani¬ 

cally, places  it  on  the  table  before  him,  and  gazes  vacantly 
at  it  as  he  sinks  into  his  chair.  Lucy  places  her  hand 
kindly  on  his  shoulder.  Double  knock  at  the  street 
door.) 

Enter  PAGE  with  card  on  salver.  Offers  card  to  Clarence. 

Gentleman  wishes  particularly  to  see  you,  sir 

(Clarence  pays  no  attent  ion,  but  still  keeps  his  eyes  fixed 

on  the  telegram.) 

Give  me  the  caid.  jlt  i  i  'i  \ 

( Page  hands  card  to  Lucy,  who  reads  it.) 

.  “Air  Herbert  Neville.”  This  is  fortunate.  (To  Clarence.)  Your  friend, 

Herbert  Neville,  wishes  to  see  you.  (To  page.)  Show  the  gentleman  up 
x  [Exit  Page. 

Clarence  (suddenly  starting  up).  No,  no;  say  I  am  engaged  I  will  see  no  one'. 
Tmcv  You  are  wrong,  dear  Clarence  ;  Mr.  Herbert  Neville  has  always  been  your 
attached  friend.  He  is  a  man  in  whom  you  can  confide,  and  if  anyone  ever  wanted 

the  advice  of  such  a  man,  you  do  now. 

Clarence.  (bitterly).  You  are  right ;  the  sooner  my  humiliation  begins  the  better. 
Enter  HERBERT  NEVILLE.  He  shakes  Clarence's  hand  warmly ;  then,  seeing 

Lucy,  botes  respectfully  to  her. 

Herbert.  How  are  you,  old 'fellow?  I  am  delighted  to  see  you  I  beg  your 
nardon  I  did  not  perceive  there  was  a  stranger  here. 

P  Clarence.  No  stranger;  my  only  sister ,  Mr.  Neville— Miss  Nugent. 

(Neville  and  Miss  Nugent  acknowledge  the  introduction.) 


Page. 


Lucy. 

Lucy. 
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Neville.  Delighted  to  have  the  honour  of  making  Miss  Nugent’s  acquaintance. 

Lucy.  No  more  than  I  am  to  meet  so  true  a  friend  of  my  brother’s. 

Neville.  Yes,  Miss  Nugent ;  Clarence  and  I  have  known  each  other  from  boy¬ 
hood,  and  I  am  happy  to  say,  up  to  the  present  time,  we  have  never  exchanged  an 
angry  word.  But  I  say,  Clarence,  what  the  deuce  is  the  matter  with  you  ?  You  look 
about  as  cheerful  as  if  you  had  won  a  Chancery  suit,  and  made  the  pleasant  discovery 
the  estates  were  swallowed  up  in  payment  of  costs.  Do  get  out  of  the  dismals  ;  I  want 
you  to  be  especially  jolly  to-day,  for  I  have  come  to  ask  your  congratulations,  and, 
as  Aunt  Matchem  would  say,  in  the  language  of  the  divine  William,  tell  you  l  am 
the  Jason,  I  have  won  the  fleece,  and  am  about  to  become  a  Benedict.  Miss  Smiley 
has  consented  to  become  Mrs.  Neville. 

Clarence.  I  sincerely  congratulate  you. 

( Shakes  hands  with  Neville./ 

Lucy.  And  so  do  I,  Mr.  Neville. 

Neville.  Thank  you  both  very  much.  I  assure  you  I  shall  be  most  ready  to 
return  the  compliment,  though  I  hope  in  a  more  cheerful  manner  than  my  friend 
Clarence.  Now  I  look  at  you  again,  you  are  pale  and  agitated,  my  dear  old 
fellow.  You  know  me  well  enough  to  be  aware  I  do  not  ask  out  of  mere  idle 
curiosity,  let  me  entreat  you  to  tell  me  what  is  the  matter  p 

Clarence.  One  world  will  do  that. 

Neville.  One  word. 

Clarence.  Yes,  one  short  word — ruin  ! 

Neville  ( Shocked  and  surprised).)  Ruin? 

Clarence.  Yes,  complete,  overwhelming  ruin. 

Neville.  I  am  so  surprised,  grieved,  I  scarcely  know  what  to  say.  May  I  ask  the 
cause  ? 

Clarence.  My  own  mad  folly,  bad  counsel,  and  the  Turf. 

Neville.  The  Turf  !  I  feared  this !  Have  1  not  warned  you  against  this  in¬ 
fatuation  ? 

Clarence.  You  have  ;  but  is  this  a  time  for  a  friend  to  add  to  my  misery,  by  point¬ 
ing  out  that  I  might,  had  I  listened  to  him,  have  avoided  my  past  folly — my  present 
degradation  ? 

Neville.  No,  Clarence,  it  is  not ;  and  I  hope  I  am  the  last  man  in  the  world  to 
cover  the  shaft  of  malice  with  the  flimsy  disguise  of  affected  sympathy.  When  I 
said  I  had  warned  you,  I  did  not  mean  against  yourself,  but  against  a  man  I  had 
every  reason  to  believe  was  a  most  consummate  swindler  and  heartless  scoundrel. 
I  mean  Captain  Gaston  Leech.  Am  I  right  when  I  suppose  he  is  at  the  bottom 
of  your  present  difficulties  ? 

Clarence.  You  are  perfectly  right. 

Neville.  Hurrah !  I  am  glad  to  hear  it. 

Clarence.  Glad  ? 

Neville.  Yes,  absolutely  delighted. 

Lucy.  Delighted,  and  why  ? 

Neville.  Because  I  can  be  of  essential  service  to  your  brother,  and  place  that 
scoundrel  before  the  world  in  his  proper  colours. 

Clarence.  (Eagerly.)  How  so  ? 

Neville.  I  know  the  rascal’s  entire  history.  I  have  made  it  my  business  for  the 
last  eight  months  to  trace  out  his  career,  with  the  sole  view  of  opening  your  eyes 
to  the  character  of  a  swindler  you  looked  upon  as  a  gentleman,  and  treated  as  a 
friend. 

Clarence.  May  I  know  the  result  of  your  inquiries  ? 

Neville.  Certainly.  At  school  he  was  a  bully  and  a  braggart;  at  college  an 
idleton  and  lounger  ;  he  left,  after  being  rusticated,  and  never  returned.  Through 
some  parliamentary  interest,  he  obtained  a  commission  in  the  army.  He  was,  you 
know,  a  dashing-looking  fellow,  and,  for  a  time,  gave  fair  promise  of  becoming  a 
good  officer ;  but  the  cloven  foot  was  soon  shown.  It  was  observed  that  his 
chief  associates  were  the  youngest  men  in  the  regiment,  and  that  he  was  very 
assiduous  in  cultivating  the  acquaintance  of  all  new-comers,  who  were  always 
warmly  welcomed  and  handsomely  entertained  at  his  quarters.  Rumours  of  high 
play  got  wind.  Leech  obtained  his  captaincy  by  purchase,  and  lived  in  a  style  far 
beyond  what  his  pay  and  very  moderate  allowance  would  have  justified.  Men  of 
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mucli  larger  means  who  associated  with  him,  became  inevitably  involved  with  money¬ 
lenders,  and  that  peculiar  class  of  harpies  who  are  ever  ready  to  pander  to  the 
extravagancies,  follies,  and  views  of  the  young  and  inexperienced,  as  their  purses 
become  empty  Leech’s  appeared  to  become  full.  His  success  at  all  games  of  cards 
became  a  proverb  ;  but  he  went  too  far  at  last.  Some  very  questionable  transaction 
which  took  place  in  the  Captain’s  quarters,  by  which  he  was  said  to  be  great  gainer, 
came  to  the  ears  of  the  commanding  officer,  and  Leech,  instead  of  being  cashiered 
as  he  richly  deserved,  was  advised  to  sell  out,  which  he  did  without  loss  of  time, 
and  soon  after  became  ostensibly  what  he  had  long  been  covertly — a  reckless, 
desperate,  and  unprincipled  blackleg  and  gambler.  As  before,  his  selected  victims 
are  invariably  young  men  of  means,  whom  he  dazzles  by  his  military  bearing,  and 
attracts  by  his  air  of  kindly  and  condescending  patronage,  as,  excuse  me  for  saying 
so,  I  believe  he  did  you. 

Clarence.  1  confess  it. 

Neville.  Having  secured  the  confidence  of  his  dupes,  his  general  mode  of  opera¬ 
tion  was,  under  a  sacred  promise  of  inviolable  secrecy,  to  let  them  into  some 
awfully  good  thing  on  the  next  race,  offer  to  invest  their  money  at  tremendous 
odds,  put  the  amounts  entrusted  to  him  in  his  pocket,  and  when  the  race  was  over 
give  them  the  name  of  the  second  or  third  horse  as  the  good  thing  he  had  backed, 
and  rail  at  the  accident  by  which  he  was  beaten  by  a  short  head,  a  neck,  or  a  length, 
as  the  case  might  be.  Am  I  right  ? 

Clarence.  That  was  the  precise  plan  he  pursued  with  me. 

Neville.  What  wa3  the  last  “  moral  ”  he  urged  you  to  invest  upon? 

Clarence.  Thunderbolt. 

Neville.  How  much  ? 

Clarence.  A  thousand. 

Neville.  And  the  odds  ? 

Clarence.  Five  to  one,  and  he  said  he  would  make  the  bet  for  me. 

Neville.  Did  he  do  so  ? 

Clarence  Yes. 

Neville.  The  scoundrel !  When  ? 

Clarence.  Here  is  the  telegram — yesterday,  at  three  o’clock. 

Neville.  Let  me  see  it. 

(Clarence  hands  Neville  telegram.  He  holes  at  it  eagerly.) 

Neville.  This  is  superb  1—beautiful  ! — magnificent !  This  is  all  I  wanted  to 
prove  the  thorough  rascality  of  this  bare-faced  and  heartless  scoundrel.  Clarence, 
you  need  not  pay  this  bet,  at  any  rate.  \ 

Clarence.  Why  not  ? 

Neville,  Thunderbolt  was  scratched  at  six  o’clock  the  evening  before  the  day  on 
which  he  telegraphs  to  you  he  has  made  the  bet  on  your  account. 

Clarence.  Are  you  certain  ? 

Neville.  Quite.  I  have  a  document  in  my  pocket  which  will  prove  the  truth  of 
my  assertion. 

Clarence.  Who  from  ? 

Neville.  A  friend  of  mine  on  the  tui’f. 

Clarence.  Are  you  then  a  betting  man  ? 

Neville.  Decidedly  not.  I  despise  the  name  and  the  avocation.  Pardon  me, 
Clarence ;  I  don't  mean  to  reflect  on  you  ;  indeed,  it  has  been  for  your  sake  I  have 
kept  up  a  correspondence  in  which  I  should  otherwise  have  felt  repugnance,  rather 
than  taken  interest. 

Lucy.  Pray,  sir,  explain  yourself. 

Neville.  Willingly,  my  dear  Miss  Nugent.  You  must  know,  some  years  ago,  a 
little  fellow,  who  used  to  groom  my  pony  when  I  was  a  boy,  left  my  father’s  service 
to  go  into  a  racing  stable.  He  was  a  shrewd  urchin  enough — what,  in  slang  par¬ 
lance,  is  called  a  “  remarkably  wide-awake  little  party.”  He  got  on  pretty  well  ; 
but  his  mother,  a  poor  wfidow,  who  used  to  support  herself  by  doing  odd  jobs  for 
families  in  the  village,  met  with  an  accident  which  disabled  her  for  a  long  time.  I 
heard,  by  chance,  a  distress  warrant  had  been  put  into  the  poor  soul’s  house.  It 
was  but  for  a  trifle";  so  out  of  regard  for  Master  Tim,  I  paid  it  out.  It  seems  this 
service  done  his  mother  made  a  deep  impression  on  the  boy’s  mind.  I  met  him 
accidentally,  the  first  time  you  visited  Epsom,  in  company  with  Captain  Leech.  He 
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recognised  me  at  once,  and  having  seen  me  in  conversation  with.  you.  concluded  you 
were  a  friend  of  mine.  W  hile  you  were  engaged  with  Leech,  he  called  me  on  one 
side,  and  told  me,  in  confidence,  to  keep  an  eye  on  that  gentleman,  as,  in  his 
somewhat  turfy  phraseology,  “he  was  nothing  more  nor  less  *  than  a  gilt-headed 
mace.’  ’’  From  that  time  I  kept  a  constant  watch  on  Leech,  and  a  constant  corre¬ 
spondence  with  Tim,  from  wdiom  I  heard  of  the  Captain’s  operations  on  Thunderbolt, 
who  was  never  intended  by  his  party  to  win.  Here  is  Tim's  epistle.  The  matter 
must  excuse  the  manner. 

( Takes  dirty  letter  from  pocket  and  reads.) 

“  Honk’d  Sur, — 

“  The  game ’s  hup — the  horse  is  scrat.  The  Captain  is  'eavy  hon  ’im.  Walker  ! 
and  Kumpany  ! — and  means  to  make  a  pot,  an’  put  his  frens  in  the  'ole.  Time,  6 
o’clock,  Tuesday  hevening,  p.m. 

“The  Flt  on  the  Wall.” 


Lucy.  This  is,  indeed,  glorious  news. 

Clarence.  My  preserver,  how  can  I  prove  my  gratitude  ? 

Neville.  By  promising  to  do  all  I  ask  for  the  next  three  days  at  least. 

Clarence.  With  all  heart. 

Neville.  Then  take  up  your  pen,  and  write  to  Captain  Leech  as  I  dictate. 

(Clarence  prepares  to  write.) 


“  Sir, — 

“  Your  letter  to  my  sister  was  premature.  It  was  sent  as  much  too  soon,  as  I  am 
happy — from  the  enclosed  communication  —  to  find,  your  intention  of  backing 
Thunderbolt  on  my  account  was  too  late. 

“  I  wish  you  to  understand  very  distinctly,  our  intercourse  and  acquaintance 
must  cease.  It  rests  with  yourself  as  to  whether  my  reasons  for  coming  to  this 
determination  is  to  be  made  public. 

“Clarence  Nugent. 

“  To  Captain  Gaston  Leech.” 

(Clarence  hands  letter  to  Neville,  who  reads  it.  and  then 
encloses  Tim’s  letter  in  it.) 

Neville.  Now  put  that  in  an  envelope,  direct  and  post  it  as  soon  as  possible. 

(Neville  sits  down  and.  writes,  encloses  note  in  envelope, 
and  addresses  it.  Clarence  directs  his  letter  to  Leech  ; 
then  touches  the  bell.) 

Enter  PAGE. 

Clarence.  Post  this  at  once. 

Page.  Yes,  sir. 

Neville.  Will  you  allow  the  boy  to  deliver  this  as  directed  ? 

Clarence.  Certainly.  (Neville  gives  Page  letter  he  has  been  writing.)  Make 
haste,  my  man  ;  the  letter  is  important,  anil  time  is  a  great  object. 

Page.  I’ll  run  all  the  way,  sir. 

[  Exit  Page. 

Neville.  Now,  once  more,  and  I  hope  for  the  last  time,  to  our  unpleasant  business. 
Are  your  other  debts  of  honour  heavy  ? 

Clarence.  They  are. 

Neville.  Can  you  meet  them  ? 

Clarence.  Yes. 

NevillS.  Without  inconvenience  ? 

Clarence.  No ;  they  will  make  a  poor  man  of  me  for  many  a  day. 

Neville.  Do  they  amount  to  hundreds  or  thousands  ? 

Clarence.  Only  hundreds. 

Lucy.  Thank  heaven,  I  can  pay  them  ! 

Neville.  No  necessity.  Your  brother  can  do  that  without  the  sligLt,est  assistance. 
Clarence.  How? 

Neville.  You  shall  know  all  in  good  time.  You  have  obeyed  my  first  command  by 
writing  to  the  Captain  ;  my  second  is  that  you  present  yourself  at  the  Smileys  in 
half  an  hour,  to  compete  for  the  prize. 
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Clarence.  It  would  be  useless  ;  my  portrait  won’t  be  there. 

Neville.  You  are  wrong.  I  have  just  sent  an  order  by  your  page  to  the  man 
your  studio  to  pack  it  carefully  and  send  it  instantly. 

Lucy.  Oh,  Mr.  Neville,  how  truly  generous,  thoughtful,  and  considerate  you  are  ! 

Neville.  Pray,  don’t,  Miss  Nugent.  I  am  a  modest  young  man,  and  you  make 
me  blush. 

Clarence.  Even  if  it  is  there,  I  shall  have  no - 

Neville.  That  is  not  the  subject  under  discussion.  Will  you  keep  your  word 
to  me  ? 

Clarence.  With  the  certainty  of  defeat,  and  at  any  sacrifice  of  self-love  —yes  ! 

Neville.  That’s  a  good  fellow  !  I  must  go  from  command  to  entreaty.  Will  you, 
as  the  very  greatest  favour  you  can  confer  upon  me,  bring  Miss  Nugent  wTith  you, 
and  allow  me  to  have  the  pleasure  of  introducing  her  to  my  intended  wife  ? 

Clarence.  Lucy,  give  your  own  answer. 

Lucy.  I  will  come,  with  the  most  sincere  pleasure. 

Neville.  A  thousand  thanks  !  Clarence,  take  care  of  this  precious  document — 
( holding  out  telegram ) — your  friend,  the  Captain,  has  made  a  singular,  verbal  error. 
( Reading  telegram.) 

Clarence.  Wliat  is  it  ? 

Neville.  He  says  he  will  lay  the  odds.  He  ought  to  have  used  another  word  of 
nearly  the  same  meaning. 

Clarence.  What  word  ? 

Neville.  Lie  ! 

Clarence.  Lie ! 

Lucy.  Lie  ! 

Neville  ( Tapping  telegram.)  Yes,  Miss  Nugent,  “Lie!'* 

CLOSED  IN  BY  CURTAIN. 

CLARENCE.  LUCY.  NEVILLE. 

END  OF  PART  SECOND. 


PART  III— Lovely. 

SCENE. — Same  as  Scene  1st. 

ELLEN  SMILEY  discovered,  still  in  her  Juliet’s  costume.  She  is 

reading  a  note. 

Ellen.  This  appears  to  me  a  most  extraordinary  request  on  the  part  of  Herbert. 

{Reads.) 


“  My  own  Love,— 

“  You  will  confer  a  great  favour  on  me,  and  be  the  means  of  securing  the  peace  of 
mind  and  happiness  of  a  really  good  fellow,  and  a  most  amiable  young  lady— his  only 
sister — by  placing  these  envelopes  on  the  two  pictures  that  are  to  be  decided  on  this 
evening."  I  also  specially  request  you,  when  the  decision  is  given,  to  open  the 
envelope  on  the  selected  portrait,  and  make  known  the  name  of  the  fortunate 
competitor. 

“  I  trust  the  fiat  will  have  gone  forth  before  the  advent  of  Clarence  Nugent 
and  his  sister,  whom  I  have  invited  to  be  introduced  to  you,  in  the  sincere  hope 
she  may  become  one  of  your  bridesmaids  and  future  friends. 

“  Yours  ever,  devotedly, 

“Herbert  Neville.’’ 

Ellen.  I  have  done  as  Herbert  wished.  I  could  not  resist  the  temptation  of 
just  taking  one  peep  under  the  covering!  I  won  ler  which  Herbert  painted  — 
they  are  both  so  much  alike,  I  could  not  decide.  Whichever  is  his  I  am  sure  to 
think  the  bqst,  whatever  papa,  mamma,  and  Aunt  Matchem  may  determine.  I 
am  delighted  to  hear  Mr.  Nugent  is  really  a  very  good  fellow,  and  not,  as  papa 
thought,  gone  to  the  bad ;  and  it  will  give  me  great  pleasure  to  be  introduced  to 
the  sister  of  any  friends  of  Herbert’s. 
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Enter  MR.  SMILEY,  MRS.  SMILEY,  and  AUNT  MATCHEM. 

Mr.  Smiley.  They  are  admirable  ! 

Mrs.  Smiley.  They  are,  indeed  ! 

Aunt  Matchem.  They  do  infinite  credit  to  both  my  proteges!  (To  Ellen.)  Go 
and  look  at  them,  my  dear,  and  let  us  have  your  candid  opinion. 

Ellen.  Certainly,  aunt. 

[ Ellen  goes  off. 

Mrs.  Smiley.  (To  Aunt  Matchem.)  Which  do  you  prefer  ? 

Aunt  Matchem.  It  is  really  difficult  to  say,  but  I  have  a  choice. 

Mr.  Smiley.  And  so  have  I. 

Mrs.  Smiley.  And  I. 

Aunt  Matchem.  As  the  expression  of  an  opinion  by  either  of  us,  might  possibly 
influence  the  judgment  of  the  rest,  I  propose  we  write  down  our  respective  selections, 
unknown  to  each  other,  and  let  the  majority  decide  the  question. 

Mr.  Smiley.  Agreed  ! 

Mrs.  Smiley.  Admirable ! 

(Mr.  Smiley,  Mrs.  Smiley,  and  Aunt  Matchem  go  to 
table,  and  write  a  line  on  a  sheet  of  note-paper,  which 
they  fold  up.) 

Aunt  Matchem.  (Coming  forward.)  Now  let  Ellen  read  the  votes,  “big  with 
the  fate  of  Cato  and  of  Rome.”  (Calls  off,  “  Ellen.”) 

Enter  ELLEN. 

Ellen.  Here  I  am,  aunt. 

Aunt  Matchem.  Write  down  on  a  slip  of  paper  the  description  of  the  portrait 
you  prefer. 

Ellen.  The  description,  aunt  ? 

Aunt  Matchem.  Yes,  a  line  will  do — simply,  the  Blush  Rose,  or  the  Orange 
Blossom. 

(Ellen  goes  to  table  and  writes.) 
(Comes  down  and  gives  her  paper  to  Aunt  Matchem  ;  Mr. 
Smiley  and  Mrs.  Smiley  do  the  same.  Aunt  Matchem 
puts  up  double  eyeglass,  unfolds,  and  reads  them.) 

Aunt  Matchem.  No.  1.  Blush  rose.  (Hands  paper  to  Ellen.)  No.  2.  Blush  rose. 
(Hands  paper  to  Ellen.)  No.  3.  Blush  rose.  ( Hands  paper  to  Ellen.)  No.  4. 
Blush  rose.  (Hands  paper  to  Ellen.)  I  declare,  for  once,  the  art  critics  are  unani¬ 
mous  !  After  that,  we  may  well  say  wonders  will  never  cease  !  All  we  want  to 
know  now  is  the  name  of  the  successful  candidate.  Ellen,  bring  the  sealed  envelope 
from  the  portrait. 

Ellen.  Yes,  aunt. 

[ Ellen  goes  off. 

Mr.  Smiley.  I  am  not  a  sporting  man,  and  rarely  bet,  but  I’ll  lay  the  odds  in 
gloves — two  dozen  to  one,  with  both  you  ladies,  it  is  Herbert  Neville’s  portrait. 

Mrs.  Smiley.  That  is  the  bet  I  should  like  to  make. 

Aunt  Matchem.  And  I. 

Enter  ELLEN. 

Ellen.  And  I.  Here  is  the  envelope. 

(Gives  envelope  to  Aunt  Matchem ,  who  breaks  the  seal  and 
reads  the  name.) 

Aunt  Matchem.  And  you  would  have  all - 

Mr.  Smiley.  Won  ? 

Mrs.  Smiley.  Won? 

Ellen.  Won? 

Aunt  Matchem.  No — lost !  The  name  is  Clarence  Nugent ! 

Enter  HERBERT  NEVILLE,  CLARENCE  NUGENT  and  LUCY 

NUGENT. 

Herbert.  Hurrah  !  Capital — excellent !  We  have  arrived  just  in  the  nick  of  time 
to  hear  glorious  news  !  Clarence,  my  dear  old  friend,  from  the  very  bottom  of  my 
heart  I  congratulate  you. 

Aunt  Matchem.  And  so  do  I ! 
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Mr 8.  Smiley.  And  I ! 

Ellen.  And  I ! 

Mr.  Smiley.  ( Shaking  hands  warmly  with  Clarence,  who  appears  overcome  with 
surprise.)  And  I ! 

Lucy.  And  oli !  my  dear,  dear  brother,  so  do  I. 

Ellen.  This  is  the  young  lady  you  wrote  to  me  about  ? 

Herbert.  It  is. 

Ellen.  Papa,  mamma,  and  dear  Aunt  Matchem,  Mr.  Clarence  Nugent’s  only 
sister,  and,  with  your  permission,  my  bi’idesmaid  and  future  friend. 

( All  welcome  Lucy.) 

Aunt  Matchem.  I’ll  answer  for  all — delighted  to  make  Miss  Nugent’s  acquaintance. 
,'To  Clarence.)  You  won  the  prize  nobly,  sir ;  but  I  cannot  help  saying,  with  the 
divine  William — 

“  Oh,  day  and  night,  but  this  is  wond’rous  strange.” 

Herbert.  Let  me  avail  myself  of  the  divine  William’s  words,  and  continue — • 

“  And  therefore,  as  a  stranger,  give  it  welcome, 

There  are  more  things  in  heaven  and  earth, 

Aunt  Matchem  (that  is,  Horatio),  than  are 
Dreamed  of  in  your  philosophy  !” 

Aunt  Matchem.  Very  good,  indeed  !  if  you  had  given  a  little  more  warmth  to  your 
“  welcome,”  and  a.  little  more  tone  to  your  “  philosophy,”  that  quotation  would  have 
been  very  fairly  rendered.  But  how  is  this,  Mr.  Nugent  P  You  have  reversed  the  old 
fable  of  the  hare  and  the  tortoise.  While  we  thought  you  were  amusing  yourself 
anywhere  but  in  your  studio,  you  hare  outpaced  our  steady  friend,  and  won  the 
prize  ? 

Herbert.  Simply  poetical  justice,  dear  Mrs.  Matchem.  If  fate  destined  me  to  be 
the  fortunate  possessor  of  the  beautiful  original,  Clarence  well  deserves  the  prize  for 
his  splendid  copy. 

Mrs.  Smiley.  You  are  right,  Mr.  Nugent,  I  have  to  ask  your  pardon. 

Clarence.  What  for  ? 

Mr.  Smiley.  I  have  done  you  an  unintentional  wrong.  I  listened  to  some  ill- 
natured  aspersions  on  your  character,  and  allowed  them  to  prejudice  my  mind 
against  you.  Will  you  forgive  me  ? 

Clarence.  I  have  nothing  to  forgive  anyone  here  for.  I  am  surrounded  by  the 
best  friends  that  ever  came  to  win  a  man  from  disgrace  and  misery.  I  should 
little  deserve  your  friendship  did  I  suffer  a  feeling  of  false  shame,  or  false 
pride,  to  induce  me  to  present  myself  to  you  as  a  worthless  hypocrite.  The 
reports  you  heard  were  substantially  correct.  I,  who  up  to  the  present  time  had 
been  a  dupe,  might,  by  the  force  of  circumstances,  but  for  the  kindly  advice  of 
my  friend  Neville,  have  degenerated  into  a  swindler.  His  counsel,  and  a  sister’s 
love,  have  opened  my  eyes  to  my  past  folly  and  madness,  and  I  trust  the  lesson 
I  have  learnt  is  one  that  will  stand  me  in  good  stead  for  the  rest  of  my  life. 
Having  made  my  candid  confession,  may  I  still  consider  you  as  friends  P 

Aunt  Matchem.  I’ll  be  spoksman — that  is,  spokeswoman — and  answer  for  the 
party;  and  my  answer  is  this:  your  manly  admissison  of  your  youthful  follies 
or — well,  I  won’t  mince  the  matter — faults,  has  convinced  us  of  the  sincerity  of 
your  regret  for  the  past,  the  honesty  of  your  resolution  to  reform  in  the  future. 

Clarence.  A  thousand  thanks !  Now,  may  I  ask  confession  for  confession  ? 

Aunt  Matchem.  What  on  earth  do  you  mean  ? 

Clarence.  I  have  been  awarded  the  prize. 

Aunt  Matchem.  You  have. 

Clarence.  Fairly? 

Aunt  Matchim.  Fairly !  yes,  fairly.  What  can  you  mean  by  such  a  question  ? 
Fairly  and  unanimously  ! 

Clarence.  Was  Herbert  Neville  present? 

Aunt  Matchem.  As  far  as  we  know,  not  within  ten  miles  of  the  place. 

Clarence.  Then  he  used  no  kind  but  undue  influence  in  my  favour  ? 

Aunt  Matchem.  Certainly  not.  We  did  not  know  until  our  minds  were  made  up  which 
of  you  had  painted  the  successful  portrait ;  then,  and  not  till  then,  we  opened  the 
sealed  envelope  fixed  to  the  frame,  and  found  your  picture  was  the  one  we  all  preferred. 
And,  do  you  know— though  I  own  I  must  confess  I  was  a  little  disappointed  at  first 
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— I  am  now  very  glad  you  were  the  successful  party,  as  it  will  give  you  time  to 
commence  the  family  group  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Smiley,  Ellen,  and  your  humble  ser¬ 
vant,  while  the  bride  and  bridegroom  are  absent  for  their  honeymoon  trip. 

Mr.  Smiley.  A  capital  idea.  I  am  getting  quite  used  to  this  sort  of  costume,  and 
I  shall  be  delighted  to  be  handed  down  to  posterity  as  a  “Venetian  nobleman”  and 
family.  You  can  make  me  as  much  like  a  Doge,  and  as  little  like  that  old  pump, 
Don  Capulet,  as  you  think  proper. 

Aunt  Matehem.  Nothing  of  the  sort,  Mr.  Nugent.  As  the  divine  William  says, 
“  Hold  the  mirror  up  to  nature,”  and  when  it  comes  to  my  turn  as  the  Nurse,  make 
me  as  much  like  the  old  representatives  of  the  character,  and  as  little  like  the 
1  modern  ones,  as  you  possibly  can  ;  and  in  return,  as  when  I  have  lost  Ellen  I  shall 
be  left  entirely  alone  and  unprotected,  I  will  beg  the  favour  of  your  charming  little 
sister,  who  appears  to  be  new  to  London,  paying  me  a  visit,  taking  me  round  to  see 
the  sights,  and  chaperoning  me  to  the  opera.  What  do  you  say,  fair  lady  ? 

Lucy.  I  shall  be  happy  to  accept  your  kind  and  generous  invitation. 

Mrs.  Matehem.  That’s  right.  I  don’t  think  there  is  any  fear  of  backsliding  on 
the  part  of  your  talented  brother ;  but  I  am  quite  certain  the  sight  of  your  sweet 
face  in  his  studio  occasionally  will  render  it  more  pleasant  than  anything  else  in  the 
world.  Now,  as  it  is  probable  you  young  gentlemen  have  something  to  say  to  each 
other,  and  as  your  sister  has  not  seen  your  splendid  portrait,  we  will  adjourn  to  look 
at  it  again ;  and,  as  the  divine  William  says,  will  once  more  “  Our  judgment  join  in 
censure  of  its  seeming.”  Come,  good  people  ! 

[Takes  Lucy’s  hand,  and  goes  off  with  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Smiley  and  Ellen. ] 

Clarence.  What  a  dear,  considerate  old  soul  Aunt  Matehem  is ;  I  never  gave  her 
credit  for  having  half  so  much  feeling.  I  shall  literally  love  her  for  ever  for  giving 
me  this  opportunity  of  relieving  my  heart  of  some  of  its  weight  of  obligation,  and 
telling  you,  dear  old  fellow,  how  deeply,  gratefully,  and  sincerely  I  thank  you. 

(Shakes  hands  with  Herbert.) 

Herbert.  For  what  ?  A  few  words  of  honest  advice,  which  would  have  had  no 
possible  result  but  for  the  good  sense  that  prompted  you  to  listen  to  them  !  I  see 
very  little  to  be  grateful  for  in  that. 

Clarence.  I  do  !  But  I  do  not  allude  to  that  now — although,  but  for  your  good 
advice,  I  should  neither  have  sent  my  portrait  or  presented  myself.  Herbert,  T  feel 
satisfied  I  owe  my  unexpected  good  fortune  to  you,  and  not  to  my  own  merits  ! 

Herbert.  Nonsense — nonsense  ! 

Clarence.  Your  portrait  has  all  the  charm  of  an  elaborately-finished  work  ;  mine 
is,  at  best,  but  a  hastily-executed — though,  perhaps,  life-like  and  spirited — sketch. 

Herbert.  You  overrate  me,  and  do  yourself  an  injustice. 

Clarence.  Neither  the  one  nor  the  other  ! 

Herbert.  Well,  my  dear  fellow,  you  are  in  a  glorious  minority  ;  all  the  family, 
including  Aunt  Matehem,  decide  differently. 

Clarence.  I  can’t  make  it  out !  I  scarcely  believe  it  is  possible  or  real  1 

Enter  ELLEN  with  letter,  which  she  gives  to  Clarence. 

Ellen.  From  Aunt  Matehem,  Mr.  Nugent. 

Clarence.  ( Taking  letter.)  Will  you  pardon  me  ? 

Ellen.  Certainly - 

(Clarence  goes  up  to  table,  sits  down,  and  opens  and 
reads  letter.) 

A.nd  here  is  a  queer-looking  epistle  for  you,  Herbert. 

(Gives  him  dirty  note.) 

Herbert.  Where  did  this  come  from  ? 

Ellen.  The  servant  says  a  shabby-looking  little  fellow  left  it  at  the  door,  and 
hurried  away  as  fast  as  his  legs  would  carry  him.  You  can  read  it  presently.  I 
cave  somei’/ig  particular  to  say  to  you. 

Herbert.  Indeed  ! 

(They  come  down  from  Clarence,  who  is  reading  his 
letter,  and  speak  so  as  not  to  be  overheard  by  Clarence.) 

Ellen.  Yes  ;  there  must  be  some  mistake  about  the  portraits. 

Herbert.  Mistake  !  Speak  low.  and  explain  yourself. 
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Ellen.  You  know  there  was  au  envelope  on  each  of  them  supposed  to  contain,  the 
one  your  name,  the  other  Mr.  Clarence  Nugent’s  ? 

Herbert.  Certainly. 

Ellen.  Well,  thinking  I  should  like  to  have  your  autograph,  I  took  the  envelope 
from  the  portrait,  and  found,  instead  of  yours,  Mr.  Clarence  Nugent’s  name  writteu 
on  that  as  well  as  the  other. 

Herbert.  (Anxiously.)  You  have  not  mentioned  this  to  any  one? 

Ellen.  Not  a  soul. 

Herbert.  Promise  me  you  won’t. 

Ellen.  Why  not  ?  there  is  some  deception. 

Herbert.  There  is,  and  I  am  its  author. 

Ellen.  (Astonished.)  You!  Mr.  Neville. 

Herbert.  Yes ;  listen  to  me,  before  you  condemn  me.  The  sum  offered  by  your 
aunt  for  the  best  portrait  will  save  Clarence  Nugent  and  his  orphan  sister  from 
absoluto  ruin,  brought  on  him  by  a  set  of  unprincipled  sharpers,  in  whose  honour 
and  good  faith  he  foolishly  confided.  To  secure  him  that  sum,  I  myself  placed  his 
name  on  both  the  pictures,  meaning  to  remove  that  on  the  rejected  portrait  and 
substitute  my  own,  as  I  am  peiffectly  satisfied  he  is  far  too  proud  and  sensitive  to 
accept  money,  however  great  his  necessity,  he  had  not  earned,  and  had  no  chance  of 
repaying.  Do  you  blame  me  ? 

Ellen.  No,  Ido  not ;  you  are  a  dear,  good  fellow  ;  and  the  nobleness  and  generosity 
of  the  motive  more  than  atones  for  the  trifling  duplicity. 

Herbert.  Thank  you,  pet  !  What  have  you  done  with  the  card  ? 

Ellen.  (Producing  envelope  with  card  similar  to  the  one  opened  by  Aunt 
Matchem.)  It  is  here  ! 

Herbert.  Give  it  to  me,  and  I  will  destroy  it.  (Takes  envelope  from  Ellen.)  And 
now  remember  this  our  first,  and,  I  hope,  last  secret,  must  be  sacredly  kept. 

Ellen.  It  shall  never  pass  my  lips.  (Aunt  Matchem  calls  without.) 

Ellen.  Coming,  aunt. 

Herbert.  Remember  ! 

Ellen.  Rely  upon  me. 

[ Ellen  goes  off. 


Herbert.  (Opens  note  and  reads  it.)  This  concerns  Nugent. 

Herbert  (To  Clarence,  who  has  been  deeply  engrossed  reading  the  letter  he 
received  from  Ellen,  and  looking  at  a  small  account  book.)  Has  Aunt  Matchem 
written  you  a  sermon  ? 

Clarence.  The  best  I  ever  read — containing  the  kindest  and  most  womanly— 
not  to  say  absolutely  motherly  advice — a  clear  head  and  feeling  heart  ever 
prompted,  and  a  generous  hand  ever  penned.  Herbert,  look  here — (Holds  up 
cheque.)—- What  fabled  good  fairy  ever  sent  a  distressed  mortal  so  precious  a 
gift  as  this  P  This  talisman  calls  me  from  despair  to  hope,  from  dishonour  to 
honour — from  poverty  to  independence !  I  can  pay  every  shilling  I  owe  in  the 
world ! 

Herbert.  I  congratulate  you  and  your  creditors. 

Clarence.  (Laughing.)  Thank  you  for  both ;  and  what  is  better  still,  set  that 
scoundrel,  Gaston  Leech,  at  defiance,  should  he  attempt  to  annoy  me. 

Herbert.  A  consummation  most  devoutly  to  be  wished ;  but  you  could  have  done 
that  without  the  assistance  of  that  magic  piece  of  paper. 


Clarence.  How  so  ? 

Herbert.  There  is  a  good  fairy  in  buckskins  watching  over  you,  as  well  as  one  in 
brocade.  Listen. 

(Reads  letter.) 


“  Hon’red  Sue, — 

“  Which  that  swell  welcher,  Capting  Leech,  has  been  blowed,  and  bolted,  whereby 


all  bets  are  off,  as  well  as  him. 


Tim 


What  do  you  think  of  the  fly  on  the  wall  ”  now? 

Clarence.  That  he  is  a  regular  little  trump.  What  can  I  do  for  him  ? 
Herbert.  Paint  his  portrait. 
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Clarence.  I  will,  the  first  winning  mount  he  has,  and  put  fifty  pounds  into  the 
savings  bank  in  his  name. 

Herbert.  All  right.  Hush  !  here  are  our  friends. 

Enter  AUNT  MATCHEM,  MR.  SMILEY,  MRS.  SMILEY,  and  LUCY 
NUGENT.  Clarence  goes  up  to  Aunt  Matchem ,  takes  her  hand  affectionately 
and  respectfully . 

Clarence.  My  dear  madam,  allow  nr?  to  say - 

Aunt  Matchem.  Not  a  word  !  Supper  is  ready,  and  the  sooner  we  sit  down  to  it 
the  better.  Before  we  go  we  have  one  thing  to  do. 

Herbert.  What  is  that,  my  dear  aunt — for  such  you  soon  will  be  ? 

Aunt  Matchem.  The  sooner  the  better.  Now,  are  you  all  prepared  to  express 
your  honest  opinions  as  to  the  fair  bride’s  portrait? 

Omnes.  We  are  !  That  it  is - 

( After  a  slight  pause.) 

Aunt  Matchem.  'What? 

Omnes.  Lovely  ! 

AUNT  MATCHEM. 


MRS.  SMILEY. 

MR.  SMILEY.  . 

HERBERT. 

CLARENCE. 

ELLEN. 

.  LUCY. 
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22  Fazio 

23  Speed  the  Plough 

24  Jane  Shore 

25  Evadne 

26  Antony  and  Cleopatra 

27  The  W under 

28  The  miller  and  his  men 

29  The  Jealous  Wife 

30  Therese 

31  Brutus 

32  The  Maid  of  Honour 

33  A  Winter’s  Tale 

34  The  Poor  Gentleman 

35  The  Castle  Spectre 

36  The  Heir-at-Law 

37  Love  in  a  Village 

38  A  Tale  of  mystery 

39  Douglas 

40  The  Critic 

41  George  Barmvell 

42  Grecian  Daughter 

43  As  You  Like  it 

44  Cato 

45  The  Beggars’  Opera 

46  Isabella 

47  The  Revenge 

48  Lord  of  the  Manor 

49  Romeo  and  Juliet 

50  Sardanapalus 

51  The  Hypocrite 

52  Venice  Preserved 

53  The  Provoked  Husband 

54  Clandestine  marriage 

55  Fair  Penitent 

56  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona 

57  Fatal  Curiosity 

58  Belle’s  Stratagem 

59  Manfred 

60  Rule  a  Wife,  &c. 

61  Bertram 

62  Wheel  of  Fortune 

63  The  Duke  ofaMilan 

64  Good-Natured  Man 

65  King  John 

66  Beaux’  Stratagem 

67  Arden  of  Faversham 

68  Trip  to  Scarborough 

69  Lady  Jane  Grey 

70  Rob  Roy 

71  Roman  Father 

72  The  Provoked  wife 

73  The  Two  Foscari 

74  Foundling  of  ths  Forest 

75  AH  the  World’s  a  Stage 

76  Richard  III 

77  Bold  Stroke  for  a  wife 

78  Castle  of  Sorrento 

79  The  Inconstant 

80  Guy  Mannering 

81  The  Busy-Body 

82  Tom  and  Jerry 

83  Alexander  the  Great 

8 4  The  Liar 


AND 

acting 

Representation  of  which  there  is  no 

168  Recruiting  Sergeant 
109  Animal  magnetism 

170  The  Confederacy 

171  The  Carmelite 

172  The  Chances 

173  Follies  of  a  Day 

174  Titus  Andronicus 


85  The  Broilers 

86  Way  of  the  world 

87  Cymbeline 

88  She  Would,  &c: 

89  Deserted  Daughter 

90  Wives  as  They  Were,  and 
maids  as  They  Are 


91  Every  man  in  his  humour 

92  Midsummer  Night’s  Dream 
9  s  Tamerlane 

94  Bold  Stroke  for  a  husband 

95  Julius  Caesar 
2l>  All  for  Love 
97  The  Tempest 

9*  Richard  Cceur  de  Lion 
99  The  Mourning  Bride 

100  The  bashful  man 

101  Barbavossa 

102  Tiie  Curfew' 

103  Merchant  of  Bruges 

104  Giovanni  in  London 

105  Timon  of  Athens 

106  Honest  Thieves 

107  West  Indian 

108  The  Earl  of  Essex 

109  The  Irish  Widow- 

110  The  Farmer’s  Wife 

111  Tancred  and  Sigisinunda 

112  The  Panel 

113  Deformed  Transformed 

114  The  Soldier's  Daughter 

115  Monsieur  Tonson 

116  The  Black  Prince 

117  School  for  Wives 

118  Coriolanns 

1 19  The  Citizen 

120  The  First  Floor 

121  The  Foundling 

122  Oroonoko 

123  Love  a-la-Mode 

124  Richard  II 

125  Siege  of  Belgrade 

126  Samson  Agonistea 

127  Maid  of  the  mill 

128  One  o’clock 

129  Who’s  the  Dupe? 

130  Mahomet 

131  Duplicity 

132  The  Devil  to  Pay 

133  Troilus  and  Cressida 

134  Ways  and  means 

135  All  in  the  Wrong 

136  Cross  Purposes 

137  The  Orphan 

138  Bon  Ton 

139  Tender  Husband 

140  El  Hyder 

141  The  Country  Girl 

142  Midas 

143  Castle  of  Andalusia 

144  Two  Strings  to  your  Bow 

145  Measure  for  measure 

146  The  raiser 

147  Haunted  Tower 

148  The  Tailors 

149  Love  for  Love 

150  Robbers  of  Calabria 

151  Zara 

152  High  Life  Below  Stairs 

153  Marino  Faliero 

154  The  Waterman 

155  Vespers  of  Palermo 

156  The  Farm-house 

157  Comedy  of  Errors 
lf>8  The  Romp 

159  Distressed  mother 

160  Atonement  [riage 

161  Three  Weeks  after  Mar- 

162  Suspicious  Husband 

163  Dog  of  Montargis 

164  The  Heiress 

165  The  Deserter 

166  King  Henry  VIII 

167  Comas 


175  Paul  and  Virginia 

176  Know-  your  own  mind 

177  The  Padlock 

178  Constant  ouple 

179  Better  Late  than  Never 

180  My  Spouse  and  I 

181  Every  One  has  his  Fault 

182  The  Deuce  is  in  him 

183  Adopted  Child 

184  Love  rs’  Vows 

185  Maid  of  the  Oaks 

186  The  Duenna 

187  Turnpike  Gate 

188  Lady  of  Lyons 

189  Miss  in  her  Teens 

190  Twelfth  Night 

191  Lodoiska 

192  Earl  of  Warwick 

193  Fortune’s  Frolics 

194  Way  to  keep  him 

195  Bragan-za 

196  No  Song  no  Supper 

197  Taming  of  the  Shrew 

198  Spanish  Student 

199  Double  Dealer 

200  Mock  Doctor 

201  Fashionable  lover 

202  The  Guardian 

203  Cain 
2Q4  Rosina 

205  Love’s  Labour  Lost 

206  The  Hunchback 

207  The  Apprentice 

208  Raising  the  Wind 

209  Lovers’  Quarrels 

210  Rent  Day 

211  Cronohotonthologos 

212  His  first  champagne 

213  Pericles 

214  Robinson  Crusoe 

215  He’s  much  to  Blame 

216  Ella  Rosenberg 

217  The  Quaker 

218  School  of  Reform 

219  King  Henry  IV  (1) 

220  Fifteen  Years  of  a  Drunk¬ 

ard’s  Life 

221  Thomas  and  Sally 

222  Bombastes  Furioso 

223  First  Love 

224  Somnambulist 

225  All’s  Well  that  Ends  Well 

226  Lottery  Ticket 

227  Gustavus  Vasa 

228  Sw-eethearts  and  Wives 

229  Miller  of  Mansfield 

230  Black-Eyed  Snsan 

231  King  Henry  IV  (2) 

232  The  Station-House 

233  Recruiting  Officer 

234  The  Tower  of  Nesle 

235  King  Henry  V 

236  The  Rendezvous 

237  Appearance  is  Against 

Them 

238  William  Tell 

239  Tom  Thumb 

240  The  Rake’s  Progress 

241  King  Henry  VI  (1.) 

242  Blue  Devils 

243  Cheats  of  Scapin 

244  Charles  the  Second 

245  Love  makes  the  man 

246  Virginius 

247  Sbhool  for  Arroganoe 

248  The  Two  Gregories 
»49  King  Henry  VI.  (*) 


Legal  Charge. 

250  Mrs.  Wiggins 

251  Mysterious  husband 

252  Heart  of  Midlothian 

253  King  Henry  VI.  (3) 

254  Illustrious  Stranger 

255  Register  Office 

256  Dominique 

257  Chapter  of  Accidents 

258  Descarte 

259  Hero  and  Leander 

260  Cure  for  Heartache 

261  Siege  of  Damascus 

262  The  Secret 

263  Deuf  and  Dumb 

264  Banks  of  the  Hudson 

265  The  Wedding  pay 

266  Laugh  when  yoa  can 

267  What  Next  V 

268  Raymond  and  Agnes 

269  Lionel  and  Clarissa 

270  Red  crow 

271  The  Contrivance 

272  Broken  Sword 

273  Polly  Honeycomb 

274  Nell  Gvvynne 

275  Cymon 

276  Perfection 

277  Count  of  Narbonno 

278  Of  Age  To-morrow 

279  Orphan  of  China 

280  Pedlarie  Acre 

281  Mogul’s  Tale 

282  Othello  Travestie 

283  Law  of  Lombardy 

284  Day  after  the  wedding 

285  The  Jew 

286  Irish  Tutor 

287  Such  Things  Are 

288  The  Wife 


289  Dragon  of  Wuntley 

290  Suil  Dhuv 

291  Lying  Valet 

292  Lily  of  St.  Leonards 

293  Oliver  Twist 

294  The  Housekeeper 

295  Child  of  Nature 

296  Home,  Sweet.Home 

297  Which  is  the  man? 

298  Cains  Gracchus 

299  Mayor  of  Garratt 

300  Woodman 

301  Midnight  our 

302  Woman’s  Wit 

303  The  Purse 

304  Votary  of  Weakb 

305  Life  Buoy 

306  Wild  Oats 

307  Rookwood 

308  Gambler's  Fute 

309  Herne  the  unter 

310  ‘‘Yes!”  and  “Not" 

311  The  Sea-captain 

312  Eugene  Aram 

313  Wrecker’s  Daughter 

314  Alfred  the  Great 
/Virginia  mummy 
\  Intrigue 

,,  A  /  My  Neighbour’s  wife 

V  Married  Bachelor 

317  Richelieu 

318  Money 

319  Ion 

320  The  Bridal 

321  Paul  Pry 

322  Love  -chase 

323  Glencoe 

on.  /Spitalfields  weaver 
\Stage  Struck 

325  Robert  Macaire 

326  Country  Squire 

327  Athenian  Captive 
ooa  (  Barney  the  Baron 

V  Happy  man 
329  Der  Froischufs 
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330  Hush  money 

331  East  Lynne 

332  The  Kobbers 

333  The  Bottle 

334  Kenilworth 

385  The  mountaineer 

336  Simpson  and  Co. 

337  A  Kolaud  for  an  Oliver 
/Siamese  Twins 
(.Turned  Head 

339  Maid  of  Croissey 

340  Kip  Van  Winkle 

341  Court  Fool 

342  Wncle  Tom’s  Cabin 
/ Deaf  as  a  Post 

V  Soldier’s  Courtship 

344  Bride  of  Laiumermoor 

345  Gwynneth  Vaughan 

346  Esmeralda 

347 

448  Town  and  Country 
o iq  /Middy  Ashore 
\Matteo  Falcone 

350  Duchess  of  Multi 

351  Naval  Engagements 

352  Vic  tori  ne 

353  Spectre  Bridegroom 

354  Alice  Gray 

otc  /Fish  Oat  of  water 
\ Family  Jars 

356  Kory  O’More  • 

357  Zarah 

..-a  /Love  in  humble  Life 

V15  Years  of  Labour  Lost 
359  Dream  of  the  Future 
/Mrs.  White 
vCherry  Bounce 

361  Elder  Brother 

362  Rubber’s  wife 

/Sleeping  Draught 
^Smoked  miser 

364  Love 

365  Fatal  Dowry 

366  (  Bengal  Tiger 
'5b0  \Kill  or  cure 

367  Paul  Clifford 

368  Dumb  man  of  Manchester 

369  Sergeant’s  Wife 

370  Jonathan  Bradford 

371  Gildoroy 

/Diamond  cut  Diamond 

V  Philippe 

373  Legend  of  Florence 

374  David  Copperfleld 

375  Dojnbey  and  Son 
376WTardock  Kcunilson 

377  Night  and  morning 

378  Lucretia  Borgia 

379  Ernest  Maltravers 
•!qo  /Dancing  Barber 

' VTurning  the  Tables 

381  Poor  of  New  York 

382  St.  Mary’s  Eve 

383  Secrets  worth  Knowing 

384  Carpenter  of  Rouen 

385  Iva  hoe 

386  Ladies'  club 
oo.  /  Hercules 

'V  Bears  not  Beasts 

388  Bleak  House 

389  Colieen  Bawn 

390  The  Shaughraun 

391  The  Octoroon 

392  Sixteen  String  Jack 

393  Barnaby  Rudge 

394  Cricket  on  the  Hearth 

395  Susan  Hopley 

•’96  Way  to  get  married 

397  Wandering  Jew 

398  Old  Curiosity  Shop 

399  Under  the  G 

400  Jane  Eyre 

401  Raffaelle 
/Hunting  a  Turtle 

\ Catching  a  Heiress 
.....  /Good  Night’s  Rest 
*  J  v  Lodgings  for  Gentlemen 
404  The  Wren  Boys 
....  /Swiss  cottage 
■’  VTwas  1 
<06Clari 


....  /Sudden  Thoughts 
‘  \How  to  Pay  the  Rent 
408  Mary,  Queen  of  Scots 
qq  /The  Culprit 
w  V Boarding  School 
410  Lucille 
...  /  Four  Sisters 

\Nothing  to  Nurse 
412  My  Unknown  Friend 
. .,  /  Young  widow 

\More  Blunders  than  One 
414  W Oman’s  Love 

/A  Widow’s  Victim 
°  V  Day  after  the  Fair 
416  The  Jewess 
...  /Unfinished  Gentleman 
y  yCaptain  is  not  A-iuiss 
418  Media 
,,Q  /The  Twins 
V Uncle’s  Card 
420  Martha  Willis 

/  Love’s  labyrinth 
v  Ladder  of  love 
422  White  Boys 

/Mistress  of. the  mill 

V  Frederick  of  Prussia 
424  Mabel’s  curse 

/ Perplexing  Predicament 

V  A  Day  in  Paris 

426  Rye-house  Plot 

427  Little  Jockev 

428 

429  Dumb  Conscript 

430  Heart  of  London 

431  Frankenstein 

432  Fairy  Circle 

/Sea-batliing  at  home 
VWrong  man 

434  Farmer’s  Story- 

435  Lady  and  the  Devil 
4.36  Vanderdecken 

437  A  poor  young  man 
ana  /Under  which  king? 
VTobit’s  Dog 

439  His  last  legs 

440  Life  of  an  xlctress 

441  White  horse  of  the  Peppers 

442  Artist’s  Wife 

443  Black  Domino 

444  Village  Outcast 

445  Ten  Thousand  a-Y’ear 

446  Beulah  Spa 

447  Perils  of  Pippins 

448  Barrack  Room 

449  Richard  Plantagenet 

450  Red  Rover 

451  Idiot  of  Heidelberg 

452  The  Assignation 

453  Groves  of  Blarney- 

454  Ask  no  Questions 

455  Ireland  as  it  is 

456  Jonathan  in  England 

457  Inkle  and  Yarico 

458  Nervous  man 

459  Message  from  the  Sea 

460  Black  Doctor 

461  King  O’Neil 

....  /  Forty  and  Fifty 
4b-  V Tom  Noddy’s  Secret 

463  Irish  Attorney 

464  The  Camp 

465  St.  Patrick’s  Day 

466  Strange  Gentleman 

467  Village  Coquettes 

468  Life  of  a  woman 

469  Nicholas  Nickleby 
._n  /Is  she  his  wife? 

4/u  VThe  Lamplighter 

471  Fernande 

472  Scamps  of  London 

473  Jessie  Brou  n 

474  Oscar,  the  half-blood 

475  Mary  Ducange 

476  Narcisse 

477  Little  Gcrty 

478  Obi 

479  Austerlitz 

480  Grandfather's  will 

481  Hidden  Treasure 

482  True  ns  Steel 

483  Self-Accusation 


484  Crown  Prince 
4s 5  Yew-Tree  Ruins 
486  Charles  O’Malley 
/Bandit 

1  ‘  VThe  snow  helped 
488  (  J  argonello 

VA  marriage  noose 
. oq  /Lost  Pocket-book 
(.Twenty  and  Forty 
490  Mil’s  Fair  in  Love 

V  >V  oman  wiH  be  a  woman 
iq i  /Captain's  Ghost 

4J1  v  Hat-box 

492  (¥°-  B 

V  Lovely- 

493  ("How  liell(e)8 
VMistaken 
/Locksmith 

V  Portmanteau 
495  Ruth 

49 .  Maid  of  Mariendorpt 

497  The  Turf 

498  Harlequin  hoax 

499  Sweeney  Todd 

509  My  Poll  &  Partner  Toe 

501  The  King’s  wager 

502  Tower  of  London 

503  ("Mo|lsieur  Jacques 

V  Plot  and  counterplot 

504  The  Birthday 

505  Grandfather  Whitehead 

506  The  Stone  Jug 

507  Jacob  Faithful 

508  JaCK  Ketch 

509  Bold  Dragoons 

510  Remorse 

511  Old  house  at  home 

512  Jersey  Girl 

513  Ilaroun  Alraschid 

514  Beggar’s  Petition 
r , r  /Own  Blue  Bell 

(.Grimalkin 

516  Paulina 

.  /Affair  of  honour 
'  VThe  Lancers 

518  St.  Patrick’s  Eve 

519  Mr.  Greenfinch 

520  The  ball  porter 

521  Prisoner  of  War 
v>9  /Matching-making 
oa  \The  Dumb  Belle 
523  Lucky-  horse-shoe 
r9i  /My-  wife's  dentist 

'  \  Railroad  Station 

525  The  Schoolfellow 
/Woman-Hater 
VComfortable  Service 

527  You  can't  marry  your 

Grandmother 

528  Rochester 

529  Golden  calf 

530  Bride  of  Ludgate 
/Twice  Killed 

VA  Day  well  spent 

532  Tam  OShanter 

533  Woodstock 

534  Jack  Brag 

....  /  New  Footman 

V  King’s  Gardener 

536  Woman's  Faith 

537 

538  Joconde 

539  The  Steward 

540  Evil  Eye 

541  Sam  Weller 

542  Tekeli 

543 

544  The  Roebuck 
/Little  Adopted 

0  V Gentleman  in  Difficulties 

546  Wish-ton  wish 

517  Nick  of  the  woods 

548  Faith  and  Falsehood 

549  Lalla  Rookh 

550 

551  One  Fault 

/Jacket  of  Blue 
°°  VCousin  Peter 

553  Bubbles  of  the  Day 

554  Beau  Nash 
553  Pauvrette 


564 


526 


556  Andy  Blake 
657  Blanche  of  Jersey 
/Doctor  Dil worth 
008  V Fellow  clerk 
559  Pascal  Bruno 
660  Wicklow  mountains 
rfi,  /The  Pic-nic 
obl  V Railway  Hotel 

562  Fashionable  Arrivals 

563  Water-Party 
/  Boots  at  the  Swan 
V Lucky  Stars 

565  Walter  Tyrrel 

566  Izaak  Walton 

567  Wife's  Stratagem 
...a  /Marceline 

008  VThe  Daughter 

51)9  Field  of  Forty  Footsteps 

570  The  wigwam 

571  Cramond  Brig 

67->  /Infant  Phenomenon 
“  VCaptain  Cuttle 

573  Faust 

574  Jack  in  the  water 

575  Man  and  wife 

576  A  House  Divided 
677  John  Smith 

/Long  and  Short 
V Lydia's  Lover’s  lodging 
679  I  and  my  double 
5s0  Sous  and  Systems 
581  My  old  woman 
682  Life  of  an  Actor 

583  Chancery  Suit 

584  Bequeathed  heart 

585  My  wife — what  wife? 

5“6  Blanche  Heriot 

587  Lady  of  the  Lake 
5»8  Bill  Jones 
589  Americans  Abroad 
«q n  /  Pleasant  dreams 
VAdvice  Gratis 

591  The  Wedding  Gown 

592  Dice  of  death 
693  The  Bottle  Imp 
691  Lost  and  won 
626  Marriage 

596  The  Three  Secrets 
5  7  Frederick  the  Great 
698  A  libertine's  lesson 
599  Jacques  Strop 
(  00  The  Charming  Polly 
6x1  Life's  a  lotteiy 
law  /Antony  and  Cleopatra 
1  VThe  Party  wall 

603  A  cure  for  love 

604  Gissipus 

605  Helen  Oakleigh 

vii.  /Blue-Faced  Baboon 
°  VOurang-Outaug 

607  Hie  White  Milliner 

608  Perourou 

609  The  Greek  Boy 

610  Robespierre 

611  The  Red  Farm 

612  Miser’s  daughter 

i.,-  /Wanted,  a  Brigand 
VCiaude  Duval 

614  Camille 

615  The  Pride  of  Birth 

616  Mothers  and  duugliers 

617  Belfoid  castle 

r]a  /Ducliess  of - 

1  8  V  Punch  out  of  town 
G19  Thomas  A’Beckctt 

620  Mazeppa 

621  Temptation 

622  Mary  Melvin 

623  A  Night  in  the  Bastille 
/Binks,  the  Bagman 

b“*  V Dobson  and  Co. 

625  The  Blind  Bargain 

626  Jane,  the  Licensed 

Victualler’s  daughter 
/Bamboozling 
VThe  Sergeant's  Wedding 

628  The  Game  of  Love 

629  Old  Maids 

630  Gustavus  the  Third 

631  The  Weathercock 

632  Turpin’s  Ride  to  York 
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633  Doves  in  a  Cage 

634  Ocean  of  Life 

635  Nina  Sforza 

636  f^wrclell  v.  Pickwick 
\T'vo  Swindlers 

637  Ambrose  Gwynett 

638  Hazard  <>f  the  Die 

639  Peer  and  the  Peasant 

640  One  Hundred  Pound  Note 

641  Factory  Hoy 

642  Merchant  and  his  Clerks 
-,■>  /  Living  Statues 

\My  Sister  Kate 

644  Cavalier 

645  Lottery  of  Life 

646  False  and  Constant 

647  Who’ll  Lend  me  a  Wife 


661 

662 


676 


Rotten 


646  ’Twould  Puzzle  a  Con- 
.  640  Devil’s  in  It  ljuror 

650  Love’s  Sacrifice 
-rl  / Painter  of  Ghent 
\  102 

652  Man  for  the  Ladies 

653  You  Know  What 

654  Gipsy  King 
665  Court  and  City 

656  Gertrude’s  Cherries 

657  Legerdemain 

658  English  Etiquette 

659  My  Wife’s  Mother 
jwj  /  Humpbacked  Lover 

\  Patter  v.  Clatter 
/Truth 
\  Ringdoves 

(Dowager 
Why  did  you  Die? 

683  Love  of  a  Prince 
664  Fanchon,  the  Cricket 
665  Secretary 

666  Bringing  Home  the  Bride 
667  Charles  the  First 
668  Moonshine 
669  /'Angelina 
v  Divorce 

670  Briun  Koroihme 
671  Nuyades 
672  Inez  de  Castro 
673  Love,  Law,  and  Physic 
674  Heiress  of  Bruges 
675  Climbing  Boy 
/Married  Hake 
VConquering  Game 
677  Haunted  Inn 
678  Comfortable  Lodgings 
679  Two  Friends 
680  French  Spy 
681  Provost  of  Bruges 
682  Lone  Hut 
pan  /Peter  Smink 
\Mrs.  Smith 
684  Handy  Andy 
685  Michael  Erie 
686  Old  Parr 
687  Tarnation  Strange 
688  Royal  Oak 
689  Rose  of  Arrapon 
690  Halve!,  the  Unknown 
691  John  of  Procida 
/Serenading 
\  Middle  Temple 
693  Promise  of  Marriage 
694  Chain  of  Gold 
695  Beggar’s  Daughter 
696  Battle  of  Waterloo 
697  Phantom 
598  Gil  Bias 
ggg  /"My  Wife's  Out 
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706  Roll  of  the  Drum 

707  Ambassador’s  Lady 

708  Spring  and  Autumn 

709  Close  Siege 

710  Louison 

711  Our  Village 

712  Tempter 

713  Love's  Frailties 

714  Surgeon  of  Paris 

715  Lord  Darnley 

716  School  for  Grown  Chil¬ 

dren 

717  Riches 

718 Devil  in  London 
(M.P.  for  the 

719  <  Borough 
(Grey  Doublet 

720  Leuln  Colomba 

721  London  by  Night 

722  Christinas  Carol 

723  London  Banker 

724  Master  Humphrey’s  Clock 

725  /  Omnibus 
\Mayor  of  Rochester 

726  Game  of  Life 

727  Deserted  Village 

728  Old  and  Young  Stager 

729  Follies  of  Fashion 

730  Romance  and  Reality 

731  Last  Shilling 

732  Tom  Bowling 

733  Love  Extempore 

734  Devil  on  Two  Sticks 

735  Maiden's  Fame 

jo-  /How’s  your  Uncle 
^Mistaken  Story 

737  In  the  Wrong  Box 

738  Martin  Chu:  zlevvit 

739  Lilian,  the  Show  Girl 
/Man  about  Town 

'  \My  Friend  the  Captain 
7,41  Signal 

742  Whitefriars 

743  Young  King 

744  Queen's  Champion 

745  Caesar,  the  Watch-Dog 

746  Oudine 

747  Comrades  and  Friends 

f  Personation 

748  -(Antony  and  Cleopatra 
(  Married  and  Settled 

749  Mary  Stuart 

oy,  /Petticoat  Government 
V’Tis  She 

751  Corsair’s  Revenge 

752  Corsican  Brothers 

753  Blind  Boy 

754  Ben,  the  Boatswain 

755  Rich  and  Poor 

756  Dumb  Guide  of  the  Tyrol 
7V7  /British  Legion 

'  '  VRifle  Brigade 

758  Love  Laughs  at  Locksmiths 

759  Sempstress 

760  Nelson 

761  Daughter  of  the  Regiment 

762  Momentous  Question 

763  7Rev*ew 

'  V,  Sylvester  Daggerwood 

764  Love  and  Loyalty 

765  Delusion 

766  Quid  pro  Quo 

767  Charcoal  Burner 

768  /Gemini 
/t>8  V  Lying  in  Ordinary 

769  Rose  of  Ettrick  Vale 
77n  7  Wilet  de  Sham 
'  \My  Valet  and  I 
771  Dream  of  Fate 
77„  /Maidens  Beware 
''  V. Pink  of  Politeness 
773  Ancestress 

/  Is  he  Jealous  ? 

“  v  Three  and  the  Deuce 
775  Loss  of  the  Royal  George 


776 


/  Day  at  an  Inn 
\Geutleman  in  Black 
777  Double  Gallant 
--g  /Aldguto  Pinup 
‘‘  Vliimip  of  Benevolence 
779  Philosophers  of  Berlin 
7*0  Tale  of  Two  Cities 
781  Ambition 
"80  1  Queer  Subject 
'  *  V Deeds  of  Dreadful  Note 
783  Youthful  Q  leen 
"6i  /  Teddy  the  Tiler 
1  \Born  to  Good  Luck 

785  Hard  Times 

786  Spare  Bed 

787  Wager 

788  Fair  Rosamond 

789  Notoriety 

790  Factory  Strike 

791  Point  of  Honour 

792  Shakspeare’s  Early  Days 

793  Folly  as  it  Flies 

794  St.  Clair  of  the  Isles 

795  Mutiny  at  the  Nore 

796  John  Overy 

797  Two  Fishermen  of  Lynn 

798  Mysterious  Stranger 

799  Education 

800  Don  C cesar  de  Bazan 

801  Single  Life 

802  Married  Life 

803  Dream  at  Sea 

804  ('Our  Mapr  Anne 
\Mischief-Making 

805  Agnes  de  Vcre 

806  Wreck  Ashore 

807  Boyne  Water 

ana  /Shocking  Events 

808  l.  Dead  Shot 

809  Lesson  for  Ladies 

810  Love  and  Murder 

811  Rural  Felicity 

812  Presumptive  Evidence 

813  Poor  Jack 

814  Abelard  and  Heloise 

815  Duchess  de  la  Vaubaliere 
sir  7  John  Jc  nes 

b  l,Ch listening 

817  Isabel 

818  May  Queen 

819  Chimes 

820  Home  Again 

821  Henriette,  the  Forsaken 
coo  /Irish  Lion 

^  V  Brother  Tom 

823  Rake  and  his  Pupil 

824  Pet  of  the  Petticoats 

825  Marianne,  the  Child  of 

Charity 

826  Toodles 

827  Green  Bushes 

828  Don  Juan 

829  Last  Days  of  Pompeii 

830  Luke  the  Labourer 

831  Death  Fetch 

832  Maid  of  Athens 

833  Beggar  Boy  of  Brussels 

834  Scholar 

835  Forgery 

836  Uncle  John 

837  Ellen  Wareham 

838  Open  House 

839  Second  Thoughts  lat-Law 

840  Nicholas  Flam,  Attorney- 

841  Snakes  in  the  Grass 
/23,  John  Street,  Adelphi 
VThimble  Rig 

843  Sheriff  of  the  Country 

844  Happiest  Day  of  My  Life 

845  Weak  Points 

846  Good  Husbands  make 

Good  Wives 

o47  Duchess  de  la  Valbere 
/Damon  and  Pythias 
8  \Two  Queens 


812 


V. Borrowing  a  Husband 

700  A raj non 

701  Forced  Marriaga 

702  Valsha 

rn-  /Behind  the  Scenes 
(UJ  V II B 

704  Linda,  the  Pearl  of  Savoy 

705  Lost  Ship 

Each  Play  is  Illnstrated,  and  printed  from  the  Origiual  Work  of  the  Author,  without  Abridgment. 
To  the  Theatrical  Profession,  Amatenrs,  and  others,  this  edition  is  invaluable,  as  full  stage  directions 
costumes,  Ac.,  are  given.  All  the  back  numbers  are  in  print,  and  can  be  purchased  separately,  one 
penny  each,  or  per  post,  l|d,  [London  ;  John  Licks,  313,  Strand.  All  Booksellers. 


849  Dame  de  St.  Tropez 

850  Husband  at  Sight 

851  Time  Works  Wonder* 
url)  /  Kiss  in  the  Dark 

VMatch  in  the  Dark 

853  IIow  to  Grow  Rich 

854  King  of  the  Alps 

855  Our  New  Governess 
866  Vietorii.e 

857  Mysterious  Family 

858  Hasty  Conclusions 

859  Leah  the  Forsaken 

860  Ladies’  Battle 

861  Jacopo  the  Bravo 

862  Peter  Bell  the  Waggoner 

863  The  Bear-Hunters 

864  Josephine,  the  Child  of 

the  Regiment 
/Popping  the  Question 
800  \ Snapping  Turtles  I  Pail 
/Maid  with  the  Milking 

866  Billy  Taylor 

867  Theodore  the  Brigand 

868  Cabdriver 

809  Fellies  of  a  Night 

870  Secret  Service 

871  Charles  the  Twelfth 

872  Doom  of  M  a  rati  a 
a7„  /  Welsh  Girl 

8/8  \ Pleasant  Neighbour 

874  Spanish  Curate 

875  Vampire 

876  Brigand 

877  Child  of  the  Wreck 

(Faint  Heart  Never  Won 

878  ■<  Fair  Lady 
(Peculiar  Position 

879  Merchant’s  Wedding 

880  Woman  Ne'er  Vext 
«fti  7  Trip  to  Kissengen 

\  Garrick  Fever 

882  Who’s  your  Friend  t 

883  Court  Favour 

884  Regent 

885  Ransom 

886  Paris  and  London 
So7  7  Hasty  Conclusion 

V Handsome  Husband 
888  Two  Figaros 
000  /  Cabinet  Question 
883  v Printer’s  Devil 

890  Grist  to  the  Mill 

891  Green-Eyed  Monster 

892  Reputation 

/  Captain  of  the  Watcb 
\  Promotion 

894  Returned  *•  Killed  ” 

/  Loan  of  a  Lover 

Y  Somebody  Else 
896  All  in  the  Daik 

/My  Daughter,  Sir! 

\My  Great  Aunt 
/  Court  Beauties 
\Peter  and  raul 
/  Jenkinses 

\My  Friend,  the  Governor 

900  Bonnie  Prince  Charlie 

901  Memoirs  of  the  Devil 

902  Ruy  Bias 

903  The  Delinquent 

904  Chain  of  Guilt 

905  Life  as  It  Is 

906  fO"?  “our 

Y  Matrimony' 

907  Smuggler  Boy 

908  Exchange  no  Robbery 

909  Freemason 

910  Simon  Lee 

911  Dramatist 

(jn,  /  All  at  Coventry 
3  z  \P00r  Soldier 
913  Dream  Spectre 
q~,  1  /  He  Lies  like  Truth 
\State  Secrets 


895 


897 

898 

899 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


Now  Ready,  crown  8vo.,  56  pages,  Price  3£d.,  post-free, 

THE  ACTOR’S  HAND  -  BOOK, 

AND  GUIDE  TO  THE  STAGE  FOR  AMATEURS. 


BY  THE  OLD  STAGER. 

This  Guide-Book  contains  Important  Hints  upon  the  following  Subjects  : — 


How  to  Study 

How  to  Head 

How  to  Declaim 

How  to  Improve  the  Voice 

How  to  Memorize 

How  to  Make  up  the  Figure 

How  to  Make  up  the  Face 

How  to  Tread  the  Stage 


How  to  Manage  the  Hands 
How  to  Express  the  Various 
Passions  and  Emotions 
How  to  do  Bye-Play 
How  to  Comport  yourself  as  a 
Lady  or  Gentlemen 
How  to  Obtain  an  Engage¬ 
ment 


London  :  John  Dicks,  313,  Strand.  All  Booksellers. 


Now  Ready,  crown  8vo.,  161  pages,  36  illustrations,  Price  6d.,  post-free  T^d., 

CHARADES  AND  COMEDIES, 

FOR  HOME  REPRESENTATION. 


Contents  : 


Bandit  .  Margaret  Helmore 

The  Snow  Helped...  J.  R.  Ware 

Jargonelle .  Mrs.  H.  Parker 

A  Marriage  Hoose  H.  B.  Farnie 
Lost  Pocket-Book...  T.  H.  Reynoldson 
Twenty  and  Forty  J.  R.  Ware 
All  Fair  in  Love  ...  H.  Hersee 
A  Woman  will  be 

9,  Woman  .  J.  R.  Ware 

Can  also  be  bad  separately,  price  One  Penny 
London;  John  Dicks,  313, 


The  Captain’s  Ghodt  T.  H.  Reynoldson 

Hat-Eox .  H.  Hersee 

Number  157b  .  H.  B.  Farnie 

Lovely .  H.P  Grattan 

Bow  Bell(e)s  .  “Post  Tenebras 

Lux  ” 

Mistaken  .  “Quill” 

Locksmith .  H.  Rotnona 

Portmanteau  .  W.  Beck 

each ;  post  free,  or  t  halfpenny  each  extra. 
Strand.  All  Booksellers. 


Now  Ready,  Portrait  and  8  Illustrations,  crown  8vo.,  146  pages,  Price  6d.,  post-free  T^d., 

•  THE  DRAMATIC  WORKS  OF 

RICHARD  BRINSLEY  SHERIDAN, 

With  a  Biographical  and  Critical  Sketch  by  Leigh  Hunt. 

Contents : — 


The  Rivals 

St.  Patrick’s  Day;  or,  the  Scheming 
Lieutenant 
The  Duenna 
A  Trip  to  Scarborough 


:  The  School  for  Scandal 
The  Camp 

The  Critic ;  or,  a  Tragedy  Re¬ 
hearsed 
Pizarro 


Can  also  be  bad  separate!}',  price  One  Penny  each;  post  free,  one  halfpenny  each  extra. 


London  :  John  Dicks,  313,  Strand.  All  Booksellers. 


ADVERTISEMENT  S.  _ 

NOW  PUBLISHING, 

DICES’  SHILLING  SHAESPERE. 

Containing  the  Whole  of 

x  THE  GREAT  DRAMATIST’S  WORKS, 

WITH 

LIFE,  PORTRAIT,  AND  THIRTY-SIX  ILLUSTRATIONS, 

BY  GILBE3T,  WILSON,  ETC.,  BEING 

THE  CHEAPEST  BOOK  EVER  PUBLISHED. 

"This  thick  and  densely-printed  publication  is,  merely  for  its  mass  and  bulk,  a 
wonder,  and  when  we  remember  what  it  is,  and  what  pure  and  healthy  matter  it 
gives  broadcast  to  the  people,  the  wonder  becomes  gratitude  and  hopefulness/' — 
Daily  Telegraph. 

One  Shilling;  per  Parcel  Post,  4 2d.  extra. 

This  Edition  may  also  be  had,  elegantly  bound  in  cloth,  gilt-lettered,  price  2s. 

London:  John  Dicks,  313,  Strand, 


Now  Ready,  Price  Sixpence, 

TALES  FROM  SH AKSPERE. 

BY  CHARLES  LAMB. 

*  1  *  V 

*» 

Sixty  Illustrations  by  Frederick  Gilbert. 

London  ;  John  Dicks,  313.  Strand. 


Now  Ready,  Price  Sixpence, 

THE  BEAUTIES  OF  SHAKSPERE. 

BY  DR.  BODD. 

'Vith  Preface ,  Glossary ,  and  Index. 

London :  John  Dicks,  313,  Strand.  All  Book^llers. 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


PEICB  OXSTE  ^FTsTTSTY  BACH 

DICKS’  STANDARD  PLAYS 

AND 

FREE  ACTING  DRAMA. 

1  1  I.  NOW  BEADY.  Notwithstanding  the  low  price  at  which  th'se 

J  Plays  are  published,  no  expense  has  been  spared  to  render  the  series  unique 

in  every  particular,  and  to  make  it  the  finest  dramatic  collection  in  the  world.  The  public 
are  now  enabled  to  obtain  in  Dicks’  Standard  Plays 

A  COMPLETE  THEATRICAL  LIBRARY, 

Play  is  uniform  and  elegant  in  appearance,  admirably  illustrated,  correctly  marked 
t.he  prompter’s  copy,  with  all  the  stage  business  as  represented,  and  issued  in  a 
coloured  wrapper  for  the  small  sum  of  One  Penny. 


SIEISTID  IFOIR  LIST. 

No  other  Edition  ox  the  FBEE  ACTING  DBAMA  has  ever  attained  tne  success 
of  this  truly  Standard  Work.  Every  Play  of  Note  will  be  found  in  tne  List,  while 
the  finest  productions  of  the  best  dramatic  authors  give  this  work  a  peculiar  intrinsic  value 
and  importance  in  the  eyes  of  every  lover  of  the  Drama.  The  Illustrative  Plays  of 
BtJCKSTONE  and  PLANCHE,  which  have  been  placed  at  the  disposal  of  the  Editor, 
(many  of  which  are  now  printed  for  the  First  Time),  will  he  found  of  great  value  to 
Managers  and  Amateurs. 


IMPORTANT  NOTICE. 

The  Six  Plays  enumerated  beneath  have  been  withdrawn  from  circulation  and  are  no 
longer  included  in  Picks’  Edition.  Representation,  without  permission  from  the 
Author,  or  his  agent,  is  illegal,  as  they  are  not  “  Free  Acting  Plays,”  the  Copyright  being 
still  in  force  : — 

The  Merchant  of  London.  Joan  of  Arc. 

Master  Clark.  The  Parole  of  Honour. 

The  Man  in  the  Tron  Mask.  The  Wandering  Minstrel. 

London  :  John  Dicks,  313,  Strand.  All  Booksellers. 


